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a  Dr.  Mark  Akenfide  was  born  on  the  gth  of  November,  1721,  at 
Newcaftle  upon  Tyne.  His  father  Mark  was  a  butcher  of  the  Pref- 
bytcrian  Sect.  He  received  the  firft  part  of  his  education  at  the  gram 
mar  fchool  of  Newcaftle,  and  was  afterwards  inftrudted  by  Mr.  Wilfon, 
who  kept  a  private  academy.  Being  intended  for  the  office  of  a  Dif- 
fenting  minifter,  he  was  fent  at  the  age  of  eighteen  years  to  Edinburgh  ; 
but,  altering  his  firft  defign,  he  turned  his  application  to  the  ftudy  of 
phyfjck,  which  he  afterwards  continued  at  Leyden,  where  he  took  his 
degree  of  Doctor  on  the  i6th  of  May,  1744.  ^e  ^r^  practifed  in  his 
profeffion  at  Northampton,  from  whence  he  removed  to  Hampftead,  and 
afterwards  to  London.  He  was  chofen  Fellow  of  the  Royal  Society  ; 
became  a  phyfician  to  St.  Thomas's  Hofpital  ;  was  admitted  by  manda 
mus  to  the  degree  of  Doctor  ef  Phyfic  in  the  univerfity  of  Cambridge; 
and  was  elected  a  Fellow  of  the  Royal  College  of  Phyficians  in  London. 
tTpon  the  Settlement  of  the  Queen's  houiehold  he  was  appointed  one  of 
the  phyficians  to  her  Majefty.  He  died  of  a  putrid  fever  June  23, 
1770,  and  was  buried  at  the  church  of  St.  James's,  Weftminfter. 
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ARGUMENT. 

iik  Nymphs  who  prcfide  over  fprings  and  rivulets  are  addrtjjed 
at  day-break  in  honour  of  their  Jcveral  funttiom,  and  of  the 
relations  which  they  lear  to  the  natural  and  to  the  moral 
world.  Their  origin  is  deduced  from  the  jirft  allegorical  dei 
ties  ^  or  povjers  of  nature  ;  according  to  the  doftr'mc  of  the  old 
mythological  poets  ^  concerning  the  generation  of  the  Gods  and 
the  rife  of  things,  'they  are  then  fuccejjively  conjideredj  at 
giving  motion  to  the  air  and  exciting  fummer-lreeze s ;  as 
nourijhing  and  beautifying  the  vegetable  worlds  as  contributing 
to  thefulnefs  of  navigable  rivers,  and  confequently  to  the  main 
tenance  of  commerce^  and  ly  that  means  to  the  maritime  part 
of  military  power.  Next  is  reprefented their  favourable  influence 
upon  health ,  when  ajpjied  ly  rural  extrcife ;  which  introduces 
their  connexion  with  the  art  of  phyficj  and  the  happy  e/etfs  of 
mineral,  medicinal  fprings*  Laftly^  they  are  celebrated  for  the 

Jriendjhip  which  the  Mufes  lear  thtm9  and  for  the  true  infpira* 
tion  which  temperance  only  can  receive;  in  oppofition  tt  the 
tnthufafm  rfthe  more  licentious  poctt* 


HYMN 


TO     THE 


N 


I 


D 


S. 


O'ER  yonder  eaftern  hill  the  twilight  throws 
Her  dufky  mantle;  and  the  God  of  day, 
With  bright  Aftrsea  feated  by  his  fide, 
Waits  yet  to  leave  the  ocean.     Tarry,  Nymphs, 
Ye  Nymphs,  ye  blue-ey'd  progeny  of  Thames, 
Who  now  the  mazes  of  this  rugged  ^eath 
Trace  with  your  fleeting  fleps ;  who  all  night  long 
.Repeat,  amid  the  cool  and  tranquil  air, 


Yovt 


[    4    1 

Your  lonely  .murmurs,  tarry:  and  receive 
My  offer'd  lay.     To  pay  you  homage  due, 
I  leave  the  gates  of  fleep;  nor  fhall  my  lyre 
Too  far  into  the  fplendid  hours  of  morn 
Ingage  your  audience  :  my  obfervant  hand 
Shall  clofe  the  ilrain  ere  any  fultry  beam 
Approach  you.     To  your  fubterranean  haunts 
Ye  then  may  timely  iteal ;  to  pace  with  care 
The  humid  fands ;  to  loofen  from  the  foil 
The  bubbling  fources ;  to  direct  the  rills 
To  meet  in  wider  channels,  or  beneath 
Some  grotto's  dripping  arch,  at  height  of  noon 
To  {lumber,  fhelter'd  from  the  burning  heaven. 

Where  fhall  my  long  begin,  ye  Nymphs  ?  or  end? 
Wide  is  your  praife  and  copious — Firil  of  things, 
Firft  of  the  lonely  powers,  ere  Time  arofe, 
Were  Love a  and  Chaos b.    Love,  the  fire  of  Fate c ; 

Elder 

a— £w* 

Elder  than  Chaos. ~]  Hefiod,  in  his  Theogony,  .gives  a  different 
account,  and  makes  Chaos  the  eldeft  of  beings;  though  he  affigns  to 
Love  neither  father  norTuperior  j  which  circumftance  is  particularly 
mentioned  by  P.hzdrus,  in  Plato's  Banquet,  as  being  obfcrvabij  not 
only  in  Hefiod,  but  in  all  other  writers  both  in  verfc  and  profe : 
and  on  the  fame  occafion  he  cites' a  line  from  Parmenides,  in  which 
Love  is  exprefsly  ftyled  the  cjdeft  of  all  the  gdds.  Yet  Arifto- 
phanes7"in  The  Birds,  affirms,  'that ""  Chaos,  and  Night,  and  Erebus, 
«'  and  Tartarus,  werq  firft;  and  that  Love. was  produced  from  an  egr, 
the  fable-winged  nightdcpofited  in  the  immenfe  bofom  of 

*<  Erebus." 
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K  -Erebus."  But.it-muft  be  obfervcd,  that  the  Love  <?efigned  by  this 
comic  poet  was  always-diftinguifhed  from  the  other,  from  that  original 
and  lelf-exiftent  being  the  TO  ON  or  AFAQON  of  Plato,  and  meant  only 
the  AHMIOT1TO2  or  fecond  perfon  of  the  old  Grecian  trinity;  to  whom 
is  infcribed  an  hymn  among  thofe  which  pafs  under  the  name  of  Or- 
.pheus,  where  he  is  called  Protogonos,  or  the  firft-begotten,  is  faid  to 
have  been  born  of  an  egg,  and  is  reprefented  as  the  principal  or  origin 
of  all  thefe  external  appearances  of  nature.  In  the  fragments  of  Or 
pheus,  collected  by  Henry  Stephens,  he  is  named  Phanes,  the  difcove- 
rer  or  difcl.ofer;  who  unfolded  the  ideas  of  the  fupreme  intelligence, 
and  expofed  them  to  the  perception  of  inferior  beings  in  this  vifible 
frame  of  the  world;  as  Macrobius,  and  Proclus,  and  Athenagoras,  all 
agree  to  interpret  the  feveral  pafTages  of  Orpheus,  which  they  have  pre- 
ferved. 

But  the  Love  dcfigned  in  our  text  is  the  one  felf-exiftent  and  infinite 
mind,  whom  if  the  generality  of  ancient  mythologifts  have  not  intro 
duced  or  truly  defcribed  in  accounting  fer  the  production  of  the  world 
and  its  appearances  j  yet,  to  a  modern  poet,  it  can  be  no  objection  that 
he  hath  ventured  to  differ  from  them  in  this  particular ;  though,  in. 
other  refpefts,  he  profeffeth  to  imitate  their  manner  and  conform  to 
their  opinions.  For,  in  thefe  great  points  of  natural  theology,  they 
differ  no  lefs  remarkably  among  themfelves  ;  and  are  perpetually  con 
founding  the  philofophical  relations  of  things  with  the  traditionary 
circumflances  of  mythic  hiftory;  upon  which  very  account,  Callima- 
chus,  in  his  Hymn  to  Jupiter,  declareth  his  diflent  from  them  concern 
ing  even  an  article  of  the  national  creed  ;  adding,  that  the  ancient 
bards  were  by  no  means  to  be  depended  on.  And  yet  in  the  exordium 
of  the  old  Argonautic  poem,  afcribed  to  Orpheus,  it  is  faid,  that 
"  Love,  whom  mortals  in  later  times  call  Phanes,  was  the  father  of 
"  the  eternally  begotten  Night;"  who  is  generally  reprefented,  by  thefo 
mythological  poets,  as  being  herfelf  the  parent  of  alltKings ;  and  who,  in 
A  the 
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the  Indigitamenta,  or  Orphic  Hymns,  is  faid  to  be  the  fame  with  Cy- 
pris,  or  Love  itfelf.  Mor  -over,  in  the  bcdy  of  this  Argonantic  poem, 
\vhere  the  perforated  Orpheus  introduc.eth  himftif  ringing  to  his  lyre 
in  r.-ply  to  Chiron,  he  celebiateth  "  the  obfcurc  memory  of  Chaos, 
*'  and  the  natures  which  ii  contained  with'in  itfelf  in  a  ftate  of  perpc- 
"  tual  vicifiitudc  ;  how  the  heaven  had  us  boundary  de-ermined  ;  the 
"  generation  .of  the  earth  ;  the  depth  of  the  ocean  ;  and  alto  the  fapiert]C 
t(  Love,  the  ir.oft  ancient,  the  felf-fufficient ;  with  all  the  beings  which 
"  he  produced  when  he  fcparated  one  thing  from  another."  Which  nc*- 
ble  paflage  is  more  directly  to  Ariftotle's  pnrpofe  in  the  firit  book  of 
his  metaphyfics  than  ary  of  thole  which  he  has  rhere  quoted,  to  iliew 
that  the  ar.cient  poets  and  mythologies  agreed  with  Empedocles, 
Anaxagoras:  and  the  other  more  folx.-r  philoiojiLers,  in  that  natural 
anticipalion  and  common  rroti.on  of  mankind  concerning  the  necefiity  of 
mind  and  reafon  to  account  for  the  connexion,  motion,  and  good  order 
of  the  world-  For,  though  neither  this  poem,  nor  the  hymns  which 
pafs  under  ihe  fame  name,  are,  it  ihculd  fee-m,  the  work  of  the  real 
Oipheusj  yet  beyond  all  qucftion  they  are  very  ancient.  The  hymns, 
more  particularly,  are  allowed  to  be  older  than  the  invaiion  of  Greece 
by  Xerxes ;  and  were  probably  a  fttt  of  public  and  folemn  forms  of 
<Jcvu:on  ;  as  appears  by  a  pafTage  in  one  of  them,  which  Demoflhenes 
hath  almoft  literally  cited  in  his  firrr  oration  aga'nft  Ariftogitpn,  as  the 
faying  of  Orpheus,  the  fpunder  of  their  ir.ofl  holy  myfteries.  On  this 
account,  they  are  of  higher  authority  than  any  other  mythological  work 
row  extant, the  Theogony  of  Hefiod  himfelf  not  excepted.  The  poetry 
of  them  is  «fien  extremely  noble;  and  the  myfterious  air  which  prevails 
io  them,  together  with  its  delightful  impreflioh  upon  the  mind,  cannot 
be  better  expreued  than  in  that  remarkable  defcription  with  which  they 
infpired  the  German  editior  Efchenbach,  when  he  accidentally  met 
with  them  at  Leipfic  :  *«  Thefaurum  me  repe rifle  credidi,"  fays  he, 
"  &  proic&o  thefaurum  rcperi.  Intfetlibile  «lidu  quo  me  facro  hor- 
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<«  rore  afflaverint  indigitamenta  ifta  deorum :  nam  et  tempus  ad  illorum 
"  lec>ionem  eligere  cogebar,  quod  vel  folum  horrorem  incutere  animo 
**  poteft,  nofturnum  ;  cum  enim  totam  diem  confumferim  in  contem* 
"  plando  urbis  fplendore,  &  in  adeundis,  quibus  fcatet  urbs  ilia,  viris 
"  dodYis;  fela  nox  reftabat,  quam  Orpheo  confecrare  potui.  In  abyf- 
"  fum  quendam  myfteriorum  venerandae  antiquitatis  defcendere  vide- 
<«  bar,  quotiefcunque  filente  mundo,  folis  vigilantibus  aftris  et  luna, 
'*  j/.fXav>j>pa<rtff  iftos  hymnos  ad  manus  fumfi:" 

b  Chaot.']  The  unformed,  undigefted  mafs  of  Mofes  and  Plato ;  which 
Milton  calls 

"  The  womb  of  nature.'* 

c  Love,   the  Jtre  of  Fate.]     Fate  is  the  univerfal  fyftem   of  natu 
ral  caufes ;  the  work  of  the  Omnipotent  Mind,  or  of  Love  :  fo  Minu- 
dius  Felix  :  a  Qujd  aliud  eft  fatum,  quam  quod  de  unoquoque  noftrum 
"  deus  fatus  eft."    So  alfo  Cicero,  in  The  Firft  Book  on  Divination  : 
"  Fatum  autem  id  appello,  quod  Gr#ci  EIPMAPMENHN  ;  id  eft,  ordinem 
**  feriemque  caufarum,  cum  caufa  caufx  nexa  rem  ex  fe  gignat — ex 
'*  quo  intelligitur,  ut  fatum  lit  non  id  quod  fuperftitiofe,  fed  id  quod 
tf  phyfict  dieitur  caufa  aeterna  rerum."  To  the  fame  purpofe  is  the  doc 
trine  of  Hierocles,  in  that  excellent  fragment  concerning  Providence 
and  Deftiny.    As  to  the  three  Fates,  or  Deftinies  of  the  poets,  they 
represented  that  part  of  the  general  fyftem  of  natural  caufes  which 
relates  to  man,  and  to  other  mortal  beings  :  for  fo  we  are  told  in  the 
hymn  addrefied  to  them  among  the  Orphic  Indigitamenta,  where  they 
are  called  the  daughters  of  Night  (or  Love),  and,  contrary  to  the  vul 
gar  notion,  are  diftinguilhed  by   the  epithet  of  gentle,   and  tender 
hearted.  According  to  Hefiod,  Theog.  ver.  904,  they  were  the  daugh 
ters  of  Jupiter  and  Themis ;    but  in  the  Orphic  Hymn  to  Venus,  or 
Love,  that  Goddefs  is  direftly  ftiled  the  mother  of  Neceffity,  and  5$ 
reprefented,  immediately  after,  as  governing  the  three  Deftinies,  and 
conducting  the  whole  fyftem  of  natural  caufes* 

A  4  Eldwt 


Elder  than  Chaos.    Born  of  Fate  was  Time*, 

Who  many  fons  c  and  many  comely  births 

Devour'd,  relentlefs  father  :   'till  the  child 

Of  Rhea f  drove  him  from  the  upper  Iky  s, 

And  quell'd  his  deadly  might.     Then  focial  reign'd  h 

The 

d  Born  of  Fate  iuat  <ftme.~\^  Cronos,  Saturn,  or  Time,  was,  ac 
cording  to  Apollodorus,  the  fon  of  Coelum  and  Tellus.  But  the  author 
of  the  hymns  gives  it  quite  undifguifed  by  mythological  language,  and 
calls  him  plainly  the  offspring  of  the  earth  and  the  Rarry  heaven  5  that 
is,  of  Fate,  as  explained  in  the  preceding  note. 

«  tt7jo  many  font  dcvr>ur'd.~\  The  known  fable  of  Saturn  devouring 
his  children  was  certainly  meant  to  imply  the  diffolution  of  natural 
bodies ;  which  are  produced  and  deftroyed  by  Time. 

t  The  iblld  of  Rea."]    Jupiter,  fo  called  by  Pindar. 

2  Drove  him  from  the  upper  Jky.~]  That  Jupiter  dethroned  his 
father  Saturn,  is  recorded  by  all  the  mythologifts.  Phurnutus,  orCor- 
nutus,  the  author  of  a  little  Greek  treatife  on  the  nature  of  the  gods, 
informs  us,  that  by  Jupiter  was  meant  the  vegetable  foul  of  the 
•world,  which  retrained  and  prevented  thofe  uncertain  alterations  which 
Saturn,  or  Time,  ufed  formerly  to  caufe  in  the  mundane  fyilem. 

h  Then  focial  reign"  d,~^  Our  mythology  here  fuppofeth,  that  be 
fore  the  efrabliihment  of  the  vital,  vegetative,  plaftic  nature  (repre- 
fented  by  Jupiter),  the  four  elements  were  in  a  variable  and  unfettled 
condition;  but  afterwards  well-difpofed  and  at  peace  among  them- 
felves.  Tethys  was  the  wife  of  the  Ocean ;  Ops,  or  Rhea,  the  Earth  ; 
i  Vefia, 
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The  kindred  powers,  Tethys,  and  reverend  Ops, 
And  fpotlefs  Vefta;  while  fupreme  of  fvvay 
Remained  the  cloud-compeller.     From  the  couch 
Of  Tethys  fprang  the  fedgy-crowned  race ', 
Who  from  a  thoufand  urn?,  o'er  every  clime, 
Send  tribute  to  their  parent ;  and  from  them 
Are  ye,  O  Naiads  k  :  Arethufa  fair, 
And  tuneful  Aganippe  ;  that  fweet  name, 
Bandufia  j  that  foft  family  which  dwelt 

Vefta,  the  deleft  daughter  of  Saturn,  Fire;  and  the  cloud-compeller, 
or  ZfJ?  vtftX>iy£o£Tnf,  the  Air;  though  he  alfo  reprefented  the  plaftic 
principle  of  nature,  as  may  be  feen  in  the  Orphic  hymn  infcribed  to 
him, 

i  The  {edgy-crowned  racs.~\  The  river-gods;  who,  according  to  Heliod's 
Theogony,  were  the  fons  of  Oceanus  and  Tethys. 

k  From  them,  are  ye,  0  Naiads.^  The  defcent  of  the  Naiads 
is  lefs  certain  than  moft  points  of  the  Greek  mythology.  Homer 
QdyJT  xiii.  »;i5W  Aioj.  Virgil,  in  the  eighth  book  of  the  JEneid,  fpeaks 
as  if  the  Nymphs,  or  Naiads,  were  the  parents  of  the  rivers ,  but  in 
this  he  contradicts  the  teftimony  of  Hefiod,  and  evidently  departs  from 
the  orthodox  fyftem,  which  reprefenteth  feveral  nymphs  as  retaining  to 
every  (ingle  river.  On  the  other  hand,  Calimachus,  who  was  very 
learned  in  all  the  fchool-divinity  of  thofe  times,  in  his  hymn's  to  Delos, 
maketh  Peneus,  the  greatThelTalian  river-god,  the  father  of  his  nymphs  : 
and  Ovid,  in  the  fourteenth  book  of  his  Metamorphofes,  mentions  the 
Naiads  of  Latium  as  the  immediate  daughters  of  the  neighbouring 
river  gods.  Accordingly,  the  Naiads  of  particular  rivers  are  occalio- 
nally,  both  by  Ovid  and  Statius,  called  by  a  patronymic,  from  the  name 
of  the  river  to  which  they  belong. 

With 
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With  Syrian  Daphne  ]  j  and  the  honour'd  tribcf 
Belov'd  of  Pson  m.    Liilen  to  my  flrain, 
Daughters  of  Tethys.:  liften  to  your  praife. 

You,  Nymphs,  the  winged  offspring  n,  which  of  old 
Aurcra  to  divine  Ailraeus  bore, 
Owns,  and  your  aid  befeecheth.    When  the  might 
Of  Hyperion0,  from  his  noontide  throne, 
Unbends  their  languid  pinions,  aid  from  you 
They  alk :  Favonius  and  the  mild  South- weft 
From  you  relief  implore.     Your  Tallying  ftreams  f 
Frefli  vigour  to  their  weary  limbs  impart. 

'  Syixn  Dap1w.~]  The  grove  of  Daphne  in  Syria,  near  Antiochj 
Was  famous  for  its  delightful  fountains. 

m  The  tribes  bdwd  by  P<£vn.]  Mineral  and  medicinal  fprings. 
Pa?on  was  the  phyfician  of  the  gods. 

n  The  •w  nged  offspring."]  The  Winds  ;  who,  According  to  Hcfiod 
and  Apollodorus,  were  the  fons  of  Aftrxus  and  Aurora. 

0  ffyfterton.]  A  fon  of  Ccjelum  and  Tellus,  and  father  of  the 
Sun,  who  is  thence  called,  by  Pindar,  Hyperionides.  But  Hyperion 
is  put  by  Homer  in  the  fame  manner  as  here,  for  the  Sun  himfclf. 

t.  Your  Ja'l] ing  Jlnams.]  The  ftate  of  the  atmofphere  with  refpeft 
to  reft  and  motion  is,  io  feveral  ways,  aftedled  by  rivers  and  run 
ning  ftreams ;  and  that  more  efpecially  in  hot  feaibns ;  fiift,  they  de- 
flroy  its  equilibrium,  by  cooL'ng  thofe  parts  oi  it  -with  which  they  are 
in  contafV  ;  and,  fccondly,  they  communicate  their  own  motion  ;  and 
the  aT  which  is  thus  moved  by  them,  being  left  heated,  is  ofconfe- 
quence  more  elafiic  than  other  parts  of  the  atmofphete,  and  therefore 
fcttcr  to  preferve  and  to  propagate  that  motion. 

6  Again 
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Again  they  fly,  difporting  from  their  mead 
Half-ripen'd  and  the  tender  blacks  of  corn, 
To  fweep  the  noxious  mildew  ;   or  di'pel 
-Contagious  fleams,  which  oft  the  parched  earth 
Breathes  on  her  fainting  fons.     From  noon  to  eve, 
Along  the  river  and  the  paved  brook, 
Afcend  the  cheerful  breezes :  hail'd  of  bards 
Who,  fail  by  learned  Cam,  the  Mantuan  lyre 
Sollicit ;  nor  unwelcome  to  the  youth 
Who  on  the  heights  of  Tybur,  all  inclin'd 
O'er  mining  Anio,  with  a  pious  hand 
The  reverend  fcene  delineates,   broken  fanes, 
Or  tombs,  or  pillarM  aqueducts,  the  pomp 
Of  ancient  Time  ;   and  haply,  while  he  fcans 
The  ruins,  with  a  filent  tear  revolves 
The  fame  and  fortune  of  imperious  Rome. 

You  too,  O  Nymphs,  and  your  unenvious  aid 
The  rural  powers  confefs ;  and  Hill  prepare  / 

For  you  their  grateful  treafures.     Pan  commands, 
Oft  as  the  Delian  king  *  with  Sirius  holds 
The  central  heavens,   the  father  of  the  grove 
^Commands  his  Dryads  over  your  abodes 
To  fpread  their  deepeft  umbrage.    Well  the  God 
Remembereth  how  indulgent  ye  fupplied 
Your  genial  dews  to  nurfe  them  in  their  prime. 

1    Delian  king.']    One  of  the  epithets  of  Apollo,   or  the  Sun,  in  the 

.Orphic  hymn  iniciibcd  to  him. 

Pales, 


Pales,  the  pafture's  queen,  where'er  ye  ftray, 
Purfues  your  fteps,  delighted ;  and  the  path 
With  living  verdure  clothes.     Around  your  haunts 
The  laughing  Chloris  r,   with  profufefl  hand, 
Throws  wide  her  blooms,  her  odours.     Still  with  you 
Pomona  ieeks  to  dwell:  and  o'er  the  lawns, 
And  o'er  the  vale  of  Richmond,  where  with  Thames 
Ye  love  to  wander,  Amalthea  s  pours 

Well- 

r   Cbloris.]    The  ancient  Greek  name  for  Flora. 

5  jfmaltbeaJ]  The  mother  of  the  firft  Bacchus,  \vhofe  birth  and 
education  was  written,  as  Diodorus  Siculus  informs  us,  in  the  old 
Pclafgic  character,  by  Thyrncetes,  grandfon  to  Laomedon,  and  con 
temporary  with  Orpheus.  Tlvymoetes  had  traveled  over  Libya  to  the 
country  which  borders  on  the  weftern  ocean ;  there  he  faw  the  ifland 
of  Nyfa,  and  learned  from  the  inhabitants,  that  "  Ammon,  king  of 
«  Lybia,  was  married  in  former  ages  to  Rhea,  lifter  of  Saturn  and  the 
"  Titans  j  that  he  afterwards  fell  in  bve  with  a  beautiful  virgin, 
"  whofe  name  was  Amalthea  ;  had  by  her  a  fon,  and  gave  her  pof- 
«'  feflion  of  a  neighbouring  traft  of  land,  wonderfully  fertile  ;  which 
<*  in  fhape  nearly  refembling  the  horn  of  an  ox,  was  thence  called 
*'  the  Hefperian  horn,  and  afterwards  the  horn  of  Amalthea  5  that, 
"  fearing  the  jealoufy  pf  Rhea,  he  concealed  the  young  Bacchus, 
"with  his  mother,  in  the  ifland  of  Nyfa;"  the  beauty  of  which, 
Diodorus  defcribes  with  great  dignity  and  pomp  of  ftyle.  This 
fable  is  one  of  the  nobleft  in  all  the  ancient  mythology,  and  feems  to 
have  made  a  particular  impreffion  on  the  imagination  of  Milton  ;  the 
only  modern  poet  (unlefs  perhaps  it  be  neceflary  to  except  Spenfer) 
who,  in  thefe  myfterious  traditions  of  the  poetic  ftory,  had  a  heart  to 

feel, 
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Well-pleas'd  the  wealth  of  that  Ammonian  horn, 
Her  dower ;  unmindful  of  the  fragrant  ifles 
Nyfaean  or  Atlantic.     Nor  canft  thou, 
(Albeit  oft,  ungrateful,  thou  dolt  mock 
The  beverage  of  the  fober  Naiad's  urn, 
O  Bromius,  O  Lensean)  nor  canft  thou 
Difown  the  powers  whofe  bounty,  ill  repaid, 
With  nectar  feeds  thy  tendrils.    Yet  from  me, 
Yet,  blamelefs  Nymphs,  from  my  delighted  lyre, 
Accept  the  rites  your  bounty  well  may  claim ; 
Nor  heed  the  fcoffings  of  the  Edonian  band  t. 

Far  better  praife  awaits  you.     Thames,  your  fire, 
As  down  the  verdant  flope  your  duteous  rills 
Defcend,  the  tribute  ftately  Thames  receives, 
Delighted ;  and  your  piety  applauds ; 
And  bids  his  copious  tide  roll  on  fecure, 
For  faithful  are  his  daughters ;  and  with  words 
Aufpicious  gratulates  the  bark  which,  now 

feel,  and  words  to  exprefs,  the  fimple  and  folitary  genius  of  antiquity. 
To  raife  the  idea  of  his  Paradife,  he  prefers  it  even  to 

"  that  Nyfean  ifie 

"  Girt  by  the  river  Triton,  where  old  Cham 

1 '  (Whom  Gentiles  Ammon  call,  and  Libyan  Jove) 

«  Hid  Amalthea,  and  her  florid  fon, 

'*  Young  Bacchus,  from  his  ftepdame  Rhea's  eye." 

t  Edonlan  band.]  The  prieftefles  and  other  minifters  of  Bacchus  ; 
fo  called  from  Edonus,  a  mountain  of  Thrace,  where  his  rites  were 
celebrated. 

His 
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His  banks  forfaking,  her  adventurous  wings 

Yields  to  the  breeze,  with  Albion's  happy  gift* 

Extremeft  illes  to  bleis.     And  oft  at  morn, 

When  Hermes  ^,   from  Olympus  bent  o'er  earth 

To  bear  the  words  of  Jove,   on  yonder  hill 

Stoops  lightly-failing;   oft  intent  your  fprings 

He  views  :  and  waving  o'er  fome  new-born  ilream 

His  bleft  pacific  wand,  "  And  yet,"  he  cries, 

*'  Yet,'*  cries  the  Ion  of  Maia,  "  though  reclufc 

"  And  filent  be  your  ilores,  from  you,  fair  Nymphs* 

"  Flows  wealth  and  kind  fociety  to  men. 

**  By  you  my  function  and  my  honoured  name 

"  Do  I  poflefs;   while  o'er  the  Bcetic  vale, 

*'  Or  through  the  towers  of  Memphis,  or  the  palms 

*'  By  facred  Ganges  water'd,  I  conduct 

*4  The  Englifh  merchant:  with  the  buxom  fleece 

*'  Of  fertile  Ariconium  while  I  clothe 

"  Sarmatian  kings  ;  or  to  the  houiehold  Gods 

"  Of  Syria,  from  the  bleak  Cornubian  fliore, 

**  Difpenfe  the  mineral  treafure  x  which  of  old 

u  When  Hermes.]  Hermes,  or  M-reury,  was  the  patron  of  commerce  \ 
in  which  benevolent  chara^er  he  is  addreffcd  by  the  author  of  ludigi- 
tameuta,  in  tliefe  beautiful  lines  : 


*O;  -^tiftvQ 

x  P'lfp'tij'c  the  mineral  treaf-jre~\  The  merchants  of  Sidon  and  Tyre 
ma,ie  frequent  voyages  ro  the  coaft  of  Cornwall,  from  whence  they  car- 
fled  home  great  quantities  of  tin* 

"  Sidonian 
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11  Sidonian  pilots  fought,  when  this  fair  land 
**  Was  yet  unconfcious  of  thofe  generous  arti 
"  Which  wife  Phoenicia  from  their  native  clime 
«•  Tranfplanted  to  a  more  indulgent  heaven." 

Such  are  the  words  of  Hermes :  fuch  the  praife, 
O  Naiads,  which  from  tongues  cceleftial  waits 
Your  bounteous  deeds.    From  bounty  iflueth  power; 
And  thofe  who,  fedulous  in  prudent  works, 
Relieve  the  wants  of  nature,  Jove  repays 
With  generous  wealth  and  his  own  feat  on  earth, 
Fit  judgments  to  pronounce,  and  curb  the  might 
Of  wicked  men.    Your  kind  unfailing  urns 
Not  vainly  to  the  hofpitable  arts 
Of  Hermes  yield  their  flore.     For,  O  ye  Nymphs, 
7  Hath  he  not  won  the  unconquerable  queen 
Of  arms  to  court  your  friendfliip  ?  You  flie  owni 
The  fair  aflbciates  who  extend  her  fway 
Wide  o'er  the  mighty  deep.;  and  grateful  things 
Of  you  (lie  uttereth,  oft  as  from  the  more 
Of  Thames,  or  Medway's  vale,  or  the  green  banks 
Of  Vefta,  flie  her  thundering  navy  leads 

y  Ha'b  be  not  *von.~]  Mercury  the  patron  of  commerce,  being  f» 
greatly  dependent  on  the  good  offices  of  the  Naiads,  in  return  ob 
tains  for  them  the  friendship  of  Minerva,  th/e  goddefs  of  war: 
for  military  power,  at  leaft  the  naval  part  of  it,  hath  conftantly  fol 
lowed  the  eftabliihment  of  trade;  which  exemplifies  the  preceding  ob- 
fcrvation,  thai  "  from  bounty  ilTucth  power." 

To 
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To  Calpe's  z  foaming  channel,  or  the  rough 

Cantabrian  coaft;  her  aufpices  divine 

Imparting  to  the  fenate  and  the  prince 

Of  Albion,  to  difmay  barbaric  kings, 

The  Iberian,  or  the  Celt.     The  pride  of  kings 

Was  ever  fcorn'd  by  Pallas :  and  of  old 

Rejoiq'd  the  virgin,  from  the  brazen  prow 

Of  Athens  o'er  a  JSLgmz's  gloomy  furge, 

To  drive  her  clouds  and  florins ;  o'envhelmmg  all 

The  Perlian's  promis'd  glory,  when  the  realms 

Of  Indus  and  the  foft  Ionian  clime, 

When  Libya's  torrid  champain  and  the  rocks 

Of  cold  Irnatis  join'd  their  fervile  bands, 

To  fweep  the  fons  of  liberty  from  earth. 

In  vain  :   Minerva  on  the  brazen  prow 

Of  Athens  flood,  and  with  the  thunder's  voice 

Denounc'd  her  terrours  on  their  impious  heads, 

And  fhook  her  burning  JEgis.   'Xerxes  faw b : 

From  Heracleum,  on  the  mountain's  height 

Thron'd  in  his  golden  ear,  he  knew  the  lign 

2  Caipe — Cantabrian  /urge."]    Gibraltar  and  the  bay  of  Bifcay. 

a  jF.ginas  gloomy  furge.]  Near  this  ifiand,  the  Athenians  obtained 
the  victory  of  Saiamis,  over  the  Perfian  navy. 

b  Xerxes  fciu.~\  This  circumftance  is  recorded  in  that  paffage, 
perhaps  the  moft  fplehdid  among  all  the  remains  of  ancient  hiftory, 
where  Plutarch,  in  his  "  Life  of  Themiflochs,"  defcribcs  the  fea-fights 
of  Artemilium  and  Saiamis. 

Coeleflial; 
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Cceleftial  j   felt  unrighteous  hope  forfake 

His  faltering  heart,  and  turn'd  his  face  with  fhdms, 

Hail,  ye  who  fhare  the  ftern  Minerva's  power ; 
Who  arm  the  hand  of  liberty  for  war ; 
And  give,  in.  iecret,  the  Britannic  riame 
To  awe  contending  monarchs :  yet  benign^ 
Vet  mild  of  nature,  to  the  works  of  peace 
More  prone,  and  lenient  of  the  many  ills 
Which  wait  bn  human  life.     Your  gentle  aid 
Hygeia  well  can  witnefs ;  file  who  faves^ 
From  poifonous  cares  and  cupS'Of  pleafmg  bane$     i 
The  wretch  devoted  to  the  entangling  fnares 
Of  Bacchus  and  of  Comus.     Him  (he  leads 
To  Cynthia's  lonely  haunts.    To  fpread  the  toils^ 
To  beat  the  coverts,  with  the  jovial  horn 
At  dawn  of  day  to  fummon  the  loud  hounds, 
She  calls  the  lingering  (iuggard  from  his  dreams ; 
And  where  his  bread  may  drink  the  mountain  breezet 
And  where  the  fervour  of  the  funny  vale 
May  beat  upon  his  brow$  through  devious  paths 
Beckons  his  rapid  courfer.     Nor  when  feafe, 
Cool  eafe  and  welcome  {lumbers  have  becalm'd 
His  eager  bofom,  does  the  queen  of  health 
Her  pleafing  care  withhold.     His  decent  board 
She  guards,  prefiding ;   and  the  frugal  powers 
With  joy  fedate  leads  in  :  and  while  the  brown 
Ennaean  dame  with  Pan  preients  her  {lores  ; 
While  changing  dill,  and  comely  in  the  change, 

VI,  B  Vertumims 


Vertumnus  and  the  Hours  before  him  fpread 

The  garden's  banquet ;   you  to  crown  his  feafl, 

To  crown  his  feaft,   O  Naiads,  you  the  fair 

Hygeia  calls :  and  from  your  (helving  feats, 

And  grove  of  poplar,  plenteous  cups  ye  bring, 

To  (lake  his  veins :  'till  foon  a  purer  tide 

Flows  down  thole  loaded  channels ;  walheth  off 

The  dregs  of  luxury,  the  lurking  feeds 

Of  crude  difeale ;  and  through  the  abodes  of  life 

Sends  vigour,  fends  repofe.     Hail,  Naiads :  hail, 

Who  give,  to  labour,  health ;  to  (looping  age, 

The  joys  which  youth  had  fquander'd.    Oft  your  urns 

Will  I  invoke  j  and,  frequent  in  your  praife, 

Abafh  the  frantic  Thyrfus  *  with  my  fong. 

For  not  eftrang'd  from  your  benignant  arts 
Is  he,  the  God,  to  whofe  myflerious  fhrine 
My  youth  was  facred,  and  my  votive  cares 
Are  due ;  the  learned  Paeon.    Oft  when  all 
His  cordial  treafures  he  hath  fearch'd  in  vain; 
When  herbs,  and  potent  trees,  and  drops  of  balni 
Rich  with  the  genial  influence  of  the  fun, 
(To  rouze  dark  fancy  from  her  plaintive  dreams, 
To  brace  the  nervelefs  arm,  with  food  to  win 
Sick  appetite,  or  hum  the  unquiet  breaft 
Which  pines  with  filent  paffion)  he  in  vain 

c  Thyrfut'}    A  ftaff,  or  fpear,  wreathed  round  with  ivy;  of  conftant 
wft  in  the  bacchanalian  myfterie*. 

Hath 
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Hath  prov'd ;  to  your  deep  manlions  he  defcends. 

Your  gates  of  humid  rock,  your  dim  arcades, 

He  entereth ;  where  impurpled  veins  of  ore 

Gleam  on  the  roof;  where  through  the  rigid  mine 

Your  trickling  rills  inunuate.     There  the  God 

From  your  indulgent  hands  the  flreaming  bowl 

Wafts  to  his  pale-ey'd  fuppliants ;  wafts  the  feeds 

Metallic  and. the  elemental  falts 

Wafli'd  from  the  pregnant  glebe.    They  drink :  and  foon 

Flies  pain ;  flies  inaufpicious  care  :  and  foon 

The  focial  haunt  or  unfrequented  made 

Hears  lo,  10  Paean  d  -,   as  of  old  j 

When  Python  fell.    And,  O  propitious  Nymphs, 

Oft  as  for  haplefs  mortals  I  implore 

Your  falutary  fprings,  through  every  urn 

0  flied  felecled  atoms,  and  with  all 

Your  healing  powers  inform  the  recent  wave. 

My  lyre  mail  pay  your  bounty.  Nor  difdain 
That  humble  tribute.  Though  a  mortal  hand 
Excite  the  firings  to  utterance,  yet  for  themes 
Not  unregarded  of  coeleiHal  powers, 

1  frame  their  language :  and  the  Mufes  deign 
To  guide  the  pious  tenour  of  my  lay; 

The  Mufes  (facred  by  their  gifts  divine) 
In  early  days  did  to  my  wondering  fenfe 

d  loPeean.]    An  exclamation  of  vi&ory  and  triumph  derived  from 
Apollo's  encounter  with  Python. 

B  2  Theip 


Their  fecrets  oft  reveal :  oft  my  rais'd  ear 

Jn  (lumber  felt  their  mufic :  oft  at  noon 

Or  hour  of  funfet,  by  fome  lonely  ftream, 

In  field  or  ihady  grove,   they  taught  me  words 

Of  power  from  death  and  envy  to  preferve 

The  good  man's  name.    Whence  yet  with  grateful  mind, 

And  offerings  unprofan'd  by  ruder  eye, 

My  vows  I  fend,  my  homage,  to  the  feats 

Of  rocky  Cirrha  %  where  with  you  they  dwell : 

Where  you  their  chafte  companions  they  admit 

Through  all  the  hallow 'd.fcene  :  where  oft  intent, 

And  leaning  o'er  Caflalia's  mofly  verge, 

They  mark  the  cadence  of  your  confluent  urns, 

How  tuneful,  yielding  gratefulleft  repofe 

To  their  conibrted  meafure:  'till  again, 

With  emulation  all  the  founding  choir, 

And  bright  Apollo,  leader  of  the  fong, 

Their  voices  through  the  iiquid  air  exalt, 

And  fweep  their  lofty  firings :  thofe  aweful  firings, 

That  charm  the  minds  of  Gods  f :  that  fill  the  courts 

Of  wide  Olympus  with  oblivion  fweet 

Of  evils,  with  immortal  reft  from  cares; 

c  Cirrba.~]  One  of  the  fummits  of  Parnaffus,  and  facrerf  to 
Apollo.  Near  it  were  feveral  fountains,  faid  to  be  frequented  by  the 
Mufes.  Nyfa,  the  other  eminent  of  the  fame  mountain,  was  dedicated 
to  Bacchus. 

f  Charm  the  minds  of  gods  ]  This  whole  paflage,  concerning  the  effe&s 
of  facred  mufic  among  the  gods,  is  taken  from  Pindar  s  fir  ft  Pythian 
ode. 

7  Affuage 


Amiage  the  terrours  of  the  throne  of  Jove ; 
And  quench  the  formidable  thunderbolt 
Of  unrelenting  fire.    With  flacken'd  wings, 
While  now  tke  folemn  concert  breathes  around, 
Incumbent  o'er  the  fceptre  of  his  lord, 
Sleeps  the  Hern  eagle  ;   by  the  number'd  notes, 
Poflefs'd ;  and  fatiate  with  the  melting  tone  : 
Sovereign  of  birds.     The  furious  God  of  war, 
His  darts  forgetting  and  the  rapid  wheels 
That  bear  him  vengeful  o'er  the  embattled  plain, 
Relents,  and  foofhs  his  own  fierce  heart  to  eafe, 
Unwonted  eafe,     The  fire  of  Gods  and  men, 
In  that  great  moment  of  divine  delight, 
Looks  (town  on  all  tha.t  live  j  and  whatfoe'er 
PC  loves  not,  o'er  the  peopled  earth,  and  o'er 
The  interminated  ocean,  he  beholds 
Curs'd  with  abhorrence  by  his  doom  fevere, 
And  troubled  at  the  found.    Ye,  Naiads,  ye 
With  ravifli'4  ears  the  melody  attend 
Worthy  of  facre4  filence.    But  the  flaves 
Qf  Bacchus  with  tempeftuous  clamours  ftrive 
To  drown  the  fyeavenly  {trains ;  of  higheft  Jove, 
Irreverent ;  and  by  map!  prefumption  fir'd 
Their  own  difcordant  raptures  to  advance 
With  hoftile  emulation.    Down  they  rufh 
From  Nyfa's  vine-impurpled  cliff,  the  dames 
Of  Thrace,  the  Satyrs,  and  the  unruly  Fauns, 


With 


With  old  Silemis,  through  the  midnight  gloom 
Tofling  the  torch  impure,  and  high  in  air 
The  brandifti'd  Thyrfiis,  to  the  Phrygian  pipe's * 
Shrill  voice,  and  to  the  claming  cymbals,  mix'd 
With  fhrieks  and  frantic  uproar.     May  the  Gods 
From  every  unpolluted  ear  avert 
Their  orgies'!  If  within  the  feats  of  men, 
Within  the  feats  of  men,  the  walls,  the  gates 
Which  Pallas  rules  %  if  haply  there  be  found 
Who  loves  to  mingle  with  the  revel -band 
And  hearken  to  their  accents  ;  who  afpires 
from  fuch  inflruclers  to  inform  his  brealt 
With  verfe  ;  let  him,  fit  votarift,  implore 
Their  inspiration.    He  perchance  the  gifts 
Of  young  Lyaeus,  and  the  dread  exploits, 
May  fing  in  apteft  numbers  :   he  the  fate 
Qf  fober  Pentheus 5,   he  the  Paphian  rites, 
And  naked  Mars  with  Cytheraea  chain'd, 

f  Phrygian  pipe's.']  The  Phrygian  mufic  was  fantaftic  and  turbulent, 
and  fit  to  excite  diforderly  paffious. 

*»  VHoicb  Pallat  ru/es.'j  It  was  the  office  of  Minerva  to  be  the  guardian 
of  walled  cities  ;  whence  Ihe  was  named  FTOAIAS  and  ITOAIOTXOI,  and 
had  her  ftatues  placed  in  their  gates,  being  fuppofed  to  keep  the  keys ; 
and  on  that  account  ftiled  KAHAOTXO2. 

*  Fate  of  fober  Pentbeut.']  Pentheus  was  torn  in  pieces,  by  the  baccha,- 
nalian  priefts  and  women,  for  defpiiing  their  myllcries. 

And 
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And  ftrong  Alcides  in  the  fpinfter's  robe, 

May  celebrate,  applauded.     But  with  you, 

O  Na}ads,  far  from  that  unhallow'd  rout, 

Muft  dwell  the  man  whoe'er  to  praifed  themes 

Invokes  the  immortal  Mufe.     The  immortal  Mufe 

To  your  calm  habitations,  to  the  cave 

Corycian  k  or  the  Delphic  mount ',  will  guide 

His  footfteps :   and  with  your  unfullied  firearm 

His  lips  will  bathe  :  whether  the  eternal  lore 

Of  Themis,  or  the  majefty  of  Jove, 

To  mortals  he  reveal ;  or  teach  his  lyre 

The  unenvied  guerdon  of  the  patriot's  toils, 

In  thofe  unfading  iflands  of  the  bleft, 

Where  Sacred  bards  abide,     Hail,  honour *d  Nymphs  j 

k  'Tbt  cave  Coryclan."^  Of  this  cave  Paufanias,  in  his  Tenth  Book, 
gives  the  following  defcription :  "  Between  Delphi  and  the  eminences 
t<  of  Parnaffus,  is  a  road  to  the  grotto  ©f  Corycium,  which  has  its 
*'  name  from  the  nymph  Corycia,  and  is  by  far  the  moft  rcmark- 
*<  able  which  I  have  feen.  One  may  walk  a  great  way  into  it  without 
'*  a  torch.  It  is  of  a  confidcrable  height,  and  hath  feveral  fprings 
"  within  it;  and  yet  a  much  greater  quantity  of  water  dittills  from  the 
"  flicll  and  roof,  fo  as  to  be  continually  dropping  on  the  ground.  The 
"  people  round  Parnaffus  hold  it  facred  to  the  Corycian  nymphs  and  to 
«'  Pan." 

1  Delphic  miunt.']  Delphi,  the  feat  and  oracle  of  Apollo,  had  a 
mountainous  and  rocky  fituation  on  the  (kirts  of  Parnaflns. 

B  4  Thrice 


[    H    J 

Thrice  hail.    For  you  the  CyrenaVc  m  iliell, 
Behold,  I  touch,  revering.    To  my  fongs 
Be  prefent  ye  with  favourable  feet, 
And  all  profaner  audience  far  remove. 

m  Cyrtnq "c.~\  Cyrene  was  the  native  country  of  Callimachus,  whofe 
hymns  are  the  mod  remarkable  example  of  tliat  mythological  patfion 
which  is  aflumed  in  the  preceding  poem,  and  have  always  afforded  par 
ticular  pleafure.  to  jhe  author  of  it,  by  reafon  of  the  myfteripns  folcm- 
nity  with  which  they  afFeft  the  mind.  On  this  accqunt  he  was  induced 
to  attempt  fomewhat  in  the  fame  manner  ;  folcly  by  way  of  exercife  : 
the  manner  itfelf  being  now  almoft  intirely  abandoned  in  poetry.  And 
as  the  meer  genealogy,  or  the  perfonal  adventures  of  heathen  godsf 
could  have  been  but  little  interefting  to  a  modern  reader ;  it  was 
therefore  thought  proper  to  felett  fomc  convenient  part  of  the  hiftory 
of  nature,  and  to  employ  thefe  ancient  divinities  as  it  is  probable  they 
were  firft  employed ;  po  wit,  in  perfonifying  natural  caufes,  and  in 
reprefenting  the  mutual  agreement  or  oppoiition  of  the  corporeal  and 
fnoral  powers  of  the  world :  which  hath  been  accounted  the  very 
£ighc£  office  of  poetry. 


ODE 


o 
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To  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE 
FRANCIS  EARL  OF  HUNTINGDON. 

MDCCXLVII. 


BY     THE     SAME. 
I.      I. 

TH  E  wife  and  great  of  every  clime, 
Through  all  the  fpacious  walks  of  Time, 
Where'er  the  Mule  her  power  difplay'd, 
Wjth  joy  have  liften'd  and  obey'd. 
For,  taught  of  heaven,  the  facred  Nine 
Perfuafive  numbers^  forms  divine, 

To  mortal  fenfe  impart : 
They  bed  the  foul  with  glory  fire ; 
They  nobleft  couiafels,  boldeft  deeds  infpire; 
And  high  o'er  Fortune's  rage  inthrone  the  fixed  heart. 


I.   2. 


I.       2. 

Nor  lefs  prevailing  is  their  charm, 

The  vengeful  bofom  to  difarm ; 

To  melt  the  proud  with  human  woe, 

And  prompt  unwilling  tears  to  flow. 

Can  wealth  a  power  like  this  afford  ? 

Can  Cromwell's  art,  or  Marlborough's  fword, 

An  equal  empire  claim  ? 
No,  HASTINGS.    Thou  my  words  wilt  own: 
Thy  breaft  the  gifts  of  every  Mufe  hath  known; 
Nor  fhall  the  giver's  love  difgrace  thy  noble  name, 

I.  3. 
The  Mufe*s  aweful  art, 

And  the  fair  function  of  the  poet's  tongue, 
Ne'er  malt  thou  biufh  to  honour ;  to  aflert 
From  all  that  fcorned  vice  or  ilavifh  fear  hath  fung. 
Nor  mall  the  blandifhment  of  Tufcan  firings 
Warbling  at  will  in  pleafure's  myrtle  bower ; 
Nor  (hall  the  baler  notes  to  Celtic  kings 
By  lying  minftrels  paid  in  evil  hour; 
Move  Thee  to  Ip'irn  the  heavenly  Mufe's  reign, 

A  different  ftrain, 
•    And  other  Themes, 

From  her  prophetic  fliades  and  hallow'd  ftreams 
(Thou  well  canii  vvitnefs)  meet  the  purged  ear; 
Such,  as  when  (Greece  to  her  immortal  fhell 
Rejoicing  liilen'd,  godlike  founds  to  hear; 
To  hear  the  fweet  inflru&refs  tell 

(While 


(While  men  and  heroes  throng'd  around) 
How  life  its  nobleft  ufe  may  find, 
How  befl  for  freedom  be  refign'd ; 
And  how,  by  glory,  virtue  (hall  be  crown'd. 

II.    i. 

Such  was  the  a  Chian  father's  ftrain 

To  many  a  kind  domeftic  train, 
Whofe  pious  hearth,  and  genial  bowl, 
Had  cheer'd  the  reverend  pilgrim's  foul : 
When,  every  hofpitable  rite 
With  equal  bounty  to  requite, 

He  ilruck  his  magic  firings ; 
And  pour'd  fpontaneous  numbers  forth, 
And  feiz'd  their  ears  with  tales  of  ancient  worth, 
And  fill'd  their  mufmg  hearts  with  vafl  heroic  things. 

II.    2. 

Now  oft,  where  happy  fpirits  dwell, 
Where  yet  he  tunes  his  charming  Ihell, 
Oft  near  him,  with  applauding  hands, 
The  genius  of  his  country  Hands. 
To  liftening  gods  he  makes  him  kriown, 
That  man  divine,  by  whom  were  fown 

The  feeds  of  Graecian  fame : 
Who  firft  the  race  with  freedom  fir'd  j 
From  whom  Lycurgus  Sparta's  fons  infpir'd  b  ; 
From  whom  Platcean  palms  and  Cyprian  trophies  came. 

*  Homer. 

b  Lycurgus  the  Lacedaemonian  law-giver  brought  into  Greece  from 

Afia  Minor  the  firft  complete   copy  of  Homer's  works.— At  Plataea 

3  *», 


was  fourfnt  the  decifive  battle  between  the  Perfian  army  and  the  united 
milicia  of  Greece  under  Paufanias  and  Ariftides. — Cimon  the  Athenian 
ereSed  a  trophy  in  Cyprus  for  two  great  viftories  gained  on  the  fame 
day  over  the  Perfians  by  fca  and  land.  Diodorus  Siculus  has  preferved 
the  infcription  which  the  Athenians  affixed  to  the  confccrated  fpoils,* 
after  this  great  fuccefs ;  in  which  it  is  very  remarkable,  that  the  great- 
uefs  of  the  occafion  has  raifed  the  manner  of  expreflum  above  the  ufual 
limplicity  and  raodefty  of  all  other  ancient  infcriptions.  It  is  this : 

ES-OT.I^.  ETPHniTN".  A2IAS.  AIXA.HONTOE.  ENEIME. 
KM.  HOAEA2.  ©N'H-m.V.  eOYPOZ.  APHS.  EHEXEI. 

OYAEM.  na.  TOIOTTON.  EiitxeoNifiN.  TENET'.  AN^pftN. 
Epro.v.  EN.  HnEipni.  KAT,  KATA.  ITONTON.  AMA. 

OlAE.  TAP.   EN.  KTHPUI.  MHAOYS.  HOMOTZ.  OAE2ANTES. 

N.  EKATON.  NAT5.  EA©N.  EN.  HEAAFEI. 
.  nAHeOYZAS.  MEFA.  A'.  EITENEN.  A2EIS.  YlT. 
HAHFEIS'.  AM*OTEi  All.  XEPZI.  KPATEI.  HOAEMOT. 

The  following  tranflation  is  almoft  literal  : 

Since  firft  the  fea  from  Afia's  hoftile  coaft 

Divided  Europe,  and  the  god  of  war 

Afiail'd  imperious  cities  ;   never  yet, 

At  once  among  the  waves  and  on  the  ihore, 

Hath  fuch  a  labour  been  atchiev'd  by  men 

Who  earth  inhabit.    They,  whofe  arms  the  Medcs 

In  Cyprus  felt  pernicious,  they,  the  fame, 

Havew«n  from  (kilful  Tyre  an  hundred  (hips 

Crouded  with  warriors.     Afia  groans,  in  bath 

Her  bands  fore  fraitten,  by  the  might  of  war. 


n.  3, 


t  *)  3 
n.  3. 

t)  nobleft,  happieit  age  ! 
When  Ariflides  rul'd,  and  Cimon  fought ; 
When  all  the  generous  fruits  of  Homer's  page 
Exulting  Plndarc  law  to  full  perfection  brought. 

O  Pindar, 

e  Pindar  was  contemporary  with  Ariftidcs  and  Cymon,  in  whom  the 
glory  of  ancient  Greece  was  at  his  height.    When  Xerxes  invaded 
Greece,  Pindar  was  true  to  the  common  intereft  of  his  country  ;  though 
his  fellow-citizens,  the  Thebans,   had  fold  themfclves  to  the  Perfian 
king.    In  one  of  his  odes  he  exprefles  the  gfeat  diftrefs  and  anxiety  of 
his  mind,  occasioned  by  thevaft  preparations  of  Xerxes  againft  Greece^ 
(Ifthm.  8.)     In  another  he  celebrates  the  viftories  of  Salamis,  Plata, 
arid  Himera.    (Pyth.  i.)    It  will  be  neccflary  to  add  two  or  three 
other  particulars  of  his  life,  real  or  fabulous,  in  order  to  explain  what 
follows  in  the  next  concerning  him.     Firft  then,  he  was  thought  to  be 
f»  great  a  favourite  of  Apoilo,  that  the  priefts  of  that  deity  allotted  him 
a  conftant  ftiare  of  {heir  offerings.     It  was  faid  of  him,    as   of  fome 
Other  illuftrious  men,  that  at  his  birth  a  fwarm  of  bees  lighted  on  h,s> 
lips,  and  fed  him  with  their  honey.     It  was  a'Ifo  a  tradition  concerning, 
tim,  that  Pan  was  heard  to  recite  his  poetry,  atad  feen  dancing  to  one  of 
his  hymns  on  the  mountains  near  Thebes.     But  a  real  hiftorical  fa&  in 
his  life  Is,  that  the  Thebans  impoied  a  large  fine  upon  him  on  accoun,. 
of  the  veneration  which  he  expreflcd  in  his  poems  for  that  heroic  fpirit, 
Ihewh  by  the  people  of  Athens  in  defence  of  the  common  liberty^  which 
his  own  feiluw-citizens  had  lhamcfully  betrayed.     And,  as  the  argu 
ment  df  this  ode  implies,  that  great  foetical  talents,  and  high  featirrt  nts  sf 
liberty^  do  rec  procatly  produce  and  ajfift  each  other,  fo  Pindar  is  perhaps  th« 
moft   exemplary  proof  of  this  connexion,  which  occurs  in  hiftory 
The  Thebans  were  remarkable,  in  genera),  iW  a  ilavifli  difpofition 

through 


[    30    ] 

O  Pindar,  oft  (halt  thou  be  haiPd  of  me: 

Not  that  Apollo  fed  thee  from  his  fhrine ; 

Not  that  thy  lips  drank  fweetnefs  from  the  bee  ; 

Nor  yet  that,  fludious  of  thy  notes  divine, 

Pan  danc'd  their  meafure  with  the  fylvan  throng  $ 

But  that  thy  fong 

Was  proud  to  unfold 

What  thy  bafe  rulers  trembled  to  behold ; 
j 

Amid  corrupted  Thebes  was  proud  to  tell 
The  deeds  of  Athens  and  the  Perilan  fliame  : 
Hence  on  thy  head  their  impious  vengeance  fell. 

But  thou,  O  faithful  to  thy  fame, 

The  Mufe's  law  didil  rightly  know  ; 

That  who  would  animate  his  lays, 

And  other  minds  to  virtue  raife, 
Muft  feel  his  own  with  all  her  fpirit  glow. 
III.  i. 

Are  there,  approv'd  of  later  times, 

Whofe  verfe  adorn'd  a  *  tyrant's  crimes  ? 

Who  faw  majeftic  Rome  betray'd, 

And  lent  the  imperial  ruffian  aid  ? 

tKrough  all  the  fortunes  of  their  commonwealth  j  at  the  time  of  it* 
rtiin  by  Philip  j  and  even  in  its  beft  ftate,  under  the  adminittration  of 
Pelopidas  and  Eparrtinondas  :  and  every  one  knows,  they  were  no  left 
remarkable  for  great  dulnefs,  and  want  of  all  genius.  That  Pindar 
fHould  have  equally  diftinguhhed  himfelf  from  the  reft  of  his  fellow- 
citizens  in  both  thefe  refpeifls  feems  fomewhat  extraordinary,  and  is 
fcarce  to  be  accounted  for  but  by  the  preceding  obfervation. 
J  O&avius  Cscfar. 

Alas! 


[     3'     ] 

Alas !  not  one  polluted  bard, 

Np,  not  the  ftrains  that  Mincius  heard^ 

Or  Tibur's  hills  reply 'd, 
Dare  to  the  Mufe's  ear  afpire  ; 
Save  that,  intruded  by  the  Grecian  lyre, 
With  freedom's  ancient  notes  their  fhameful  talk  they  hide. 

III.  2. 

Mark,  how  the  dread  Pantheon  ftands, 
Amid  the  domes  of  modern  hands : 
Amid  the  toys  of  idle  Rate, 
Row  fimply,  how  feverely  great ! 
Then  turn,  and,  while  each  weftern  clime 
Prefents  her  tuneful  fons  to  Time, 
So  mark  thou  Miltori's  name  : 
And  add,  *'  Thus  differs  from  the  throng 
*'  The  fpirit  which  inform'd  thy  aweful  fong4 
**  Which  bade  thy  potent  voice  protect  thy  country's  fame*" 

m.  3. 

Yet  hence  barbaric  zeal 
His  memory  with  unholy  rage  purfues ; 
While  from  thefe  arduous  cares  of  public  weal 
She  bids  each  bard  be  gone,  and  reft  him  with  his  Mufe« 
O  fool !  to  think  the  man,  whofe  ample  mind 
Muft  grafp  at  all  that  yonder  ftars  furvey  ; 
Mutt  join  the  nobleft  forms  of  every  kind, 
The  world's  moft  perfect  image  to  difplay, 
Can  e'er  his  country's  majefty  behold, 

Unmov'd  or  cold ! 

Ofool 


t  3*  i 

O  fool !  to  deem 

That  He,  whofe  thought  muft  rifit  every  theme* 
Whofe  heart  mud  every  ftrong  emotion  know 
By  nature  planted,  or  by  fortune  taught  j 
That  He,  if  haply  fome  prefumptuous  foe, 
"With  falie  ignoble  fcience  fraught, 
Shall  fpurn  at  freedom's  faithful  band  : 
That  He,  their  dear  defence  will  fhun, 
Or  hide  their  glories  from  the  fun, 
Or  deal  their  vengeance  with  a  woman's  hand e  5 

IV.  u 

I  care  not  that  in  Arno's  plain, 
Or  on  the  fportive  banks  of  Seine^ 
From  public  themes  the  Mufe's  quire 
Content  with  poliftYd  eafe  retire. 
Where  prieib  the  ftudious  head  command, 
Where  tyrnnts  bow  the  warlike  hand 

To  vile  ambition's  aim, 
Say,  what  can  public  themes  afford. 
Save  venal  honours  to  an  hateful  lord, 
Referv'd  for  angry  heaven,  and  feorn'd  of  honefl  fame  ? 

IV.    2. 

Jut  here,  where  freedom's  equal  throne 
To  all  her  valiant  fons  is  known  j 

•  Alluding  to  his  "  Defence  of  the  people  of  England"  againft  Sal- 
Bufius.  Sec  particularly  the  manner  in  which  he  himfclf  fpeaks  of 
that  undertaking,  in  the  introduction  to  his  reply  to  Moras. 

Where 


[    33    ] 

Where  all  are  confcious  of  her  cares, 
And  each  the  power,  that  rules  him,  (hares ; 
Here  let  the  bard,  whole  daftard  tongue 
Leaves  public  arguments  unfung, 

Bid  public  praife  farewel : 
Let  him  to  fitter  climes  remove, 
Far  from  the  heroe's  and  the  patriot's  love, 
And  lull  myfterious  monks  to  (lumber  in  their  cell, 

IV.  3. 

O  Haftings,  not  to  all 

Can  ruling  heav'n  the  lame  endowments  lend  : 
Yet  ftill  cloth  nature  to  her  offspring  call, 
That  to  one  general  weal  their  different  powers  they  bend, 
Unenvious.    Thus  alone,  though  flrains  divine 
Inform  the  bofom  of  the  Muic's  fon  ; 
Though  with  new  honours  the  patrician's  line 
Advance  from  age  to  age ;  yet  thus  alone 
They  win  the  fuffrage  of  impartial  fame. 
The  poet's  name 
He  beft  mall  prove, 

Whofe  lays  the  foul  with  noblefl  paflions  move. 
But  thee,  O  progeny  of  heroes  old, 
Thee  to  feverer  toils  thy  fate  requires :  , 
The  fate  which  form'd  thee  in  a  chofen  mould, 
The  grateful  country  of  thy  fires, 


VOL.  VI. 


Thee 


[     34     ] 

Thee  to  fublimer  paths  demand  ; 
Sublimer  than  thy  fires  could  trace, 
Or  thy  own  EDWARD*  teach  his  race, 
Though  Gaul's  proud  genius  fank  beneath  his  hand. 

V.   i. 

From  rich  domains  and  fubject  farms, 
They  led  the  ruftic  youth  to  arms ; 
And  kings  their  item  atchievements  fear'd ; 
While  private  flrife  their  banners  rear'd. 
But  loftier  icenes  to  thee  are  mown, 
Where  empire's  wide-eftabliih'd  throne 

No  private  mailer  fills  : 
Where,  long  foretold,  The  People  reigns  : 
Where  each  a  vaffal's  humble  heart  difdains ; 
And  judgeth  what  he  fees ;  and,  as  he  judgeth,  wills. 

V.    2. 

Here  be  it  thine  to  calm  and  guide 
The  fwelling  democratic  tide ; 
To  watch  the  ftate's  uncertain  frame, 
And  baffle  faction's  partial  aim  : 
But  chiefly,  with  determin'd  zeal, 
To  quell  that  fervile  band,  who  kneel 

To  "freedom's  banifh'd  foes; 
That  monfter,  which  is  daily  found 
Expert  and  bold  thy  country's  peace  to  wound ; 
Yet  dreads  to  handle  arms,  nor  manly  counfel  knows. 

e  Edward  the  Third  ;  from  whom  dcfcendcd  Henry  Haftings,  third 
Earl  of  Huntingdon,  by  the  daughter  of  the  Duke  of  Clarence,  brother 
to  Edward  the  Fourth. 

v.  3. 


£    3*    3 

V.  3. 

'Tis  higheft  heaven's  command, 
That  guilty  aims  mould  fordid  paths  purfue: 
That  what  enfnares  the  heart  fliould  curb  the  hand, 
And  virtue's  worthlels  foes  be  falfe  to  glory  toe. 
But  look  on  freedom.     See,  through  every  age, 
What  labours,  perils,  griefs,  hath  flie  difdain'd  ! 
What  arms,  what  regal  pride,  what  prieftly  rage, 
Have  her  dread  offspring  conquer'd  or  fuftain'd  ! 
For  Albion  well  have  conquer'd.'    Let  the  ilrains 
Of  happy  fwains, 
Which  now  refound 

Where  Scarfdale's  cliffs  the  fwelling  paftures  bound, 
Bear  witnefs.     There,  oft  let  the  farmer  hail 
The  facred  orchard  which  imbowers  his  gate, 
And  fliew  to  ftrangers  pafling  down  the  vale, 
Where  Candifh,  Booth,  and  Ofborne  fate  f ; 
When  buriling  from  their  country's  chain, 
Even  in  the  midft  of  deadly  harms, 
Of  papal  fnares  and  lawlefs  arms, 

They  plann'd  for  freedom  this  her  aweful  reign. 

) 

f  At  Whittington,  a  village  on  the  edge  of  Scarfdale  in  Derbyftiirc, 
the  Earls  of  Devonlhire  and  Danby,  with  the  Lord  Delamere,  privately 
concerted  the  plan  of  the  Revolution.  The  houfe  at  which  they  met  is 
at  prefent  *  farm-houfe;  and  the  country  people  diftingiuih  the  room 
where  they  fat  by  the  name  of  "  the  plotting  parlour." 

C   2  VI.   I, 


t  36  J 

VI.  i. 

This  reign,  thefe  laws,  this  publice  ears, 
Which  Naflau  gave  us  all  to  /hare, 
Had  ne'er  adorn'tl  the  Englifh  name, 
Could  fear  have  filenc'd  freedom's  claim* 
But  fear^  in  vain  attempts  to  bind 
Thofe  lofty  efforts  of  the  mind 

Which  focial  good  infpires ; 
Where  menr  for  this,  aflault  a  throne,! 
Each  adds  the  common  welfare  to  his  own  ; 
And  each  unconquer'd  heart  the  flrength  of  all  acquires, 

VI.  2. 

Say,  was  it  thus,  when  late  we  view'd 
Our  fields  in  civil  blood  imbrued  ? 
When  fortune  crown  M  the  barbarous  hoft, 
And  half  the  aftonifh'd  ifle  was  loft  ? 
Did  one  of  all  that  vaunting  train, 
Who  dare  affront  a  peaceful  reign, 
Durft  one  in  arms  appear  ? 
Durft^one  in  counfels  pledge  his  life  ? 
Stake  his  luxurious  fortunes  in  the  ftrife  ? 
Or  lend  his  boafted  name  his  vagrant  friends  to  cheer  ? 

VI.  3. 

Yet,  HASTINGS,  thefe  are  they, 
Who  challenge  to  themfelves  thy  country's  love  : 
The  true ;  the  conftant :  who  alone  can  weigh 
What  glory  ftiould  demand,  or  liberty  approve  ! 

But 
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But  let  their  works  declare  them.     Thy  free  powers, 
The  generous  power*  of  thy  prevailing  mind, 
Not  for  the  talks  of  their  confederate  hours, 
Lewd  brawls  and  lurking  flander,  were  defign'd. 
Be  thou  thy  own  approver.     Honefl  praife 
Oft  nobly  fways 
Ingenuous  youth ; 

But,  fought  from  cowards  and  the  lying 
Praife  is  reproach.     Eternal  GOD  alone 
For  mortals  fixeth  that  fublime  award. 
He,  from  the  faithful  records  of  his  throne, 

Bids  the  hiftorian  and  the  bard 

Difpofe  of  honour  and  of  fcorn  ; 

Difcern  the  patriot  from  the  Have  ; 

And  write  the  good,  the  wife,  the 
for  leiToas  to  the  multitude  uriborn. 
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To  the  Right  Reverend 


B    .  E     N     J    A     M     I     K, 
Lord  Bifhop  of  W   I    N   C    H    E    S    T    E    R>. 

By  the  Same. 

I.     i. 

FOR  toils  which  patriots  have  endur'd, 
For  treafon  quelPd  and  laws  fecur'd, 
In  every  nation  Time  difplays 
The  palm  of  honourable  praife. 

»  Dr.  Benjamin  Hoadly,  fucceflively  Bifhop  of  Bangor,  Hereford, 
Salisbury,  and  Winchefler  ;  a  divine  whofe  life  was  fpent  in  a  perpe 
tual  exertion  of  the  nobleft  faculties  to  the  noblcft  ends,  the  vindication 
of  the  relig-^175  and  civil  liberties  of  mankind  in  general,  and  of  his 
country  in  particular.  He  was  born  at  Weftram,  in  Kent,  Nov.  14, 
1676  j  ind  died  April  17,  1761. 

i  Envy 
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Envy  may  rail ;  and  faction  fierce 
May  ftrive  :  but  what,  alas,  can  Thofe 
(Though  bold,  yet  blind  and  fordid  foes) 
To  gratitude  and  love  oppofe, 
To  faithful  ftory  and  perfuafive  verfe  ? 

i.   2. 

O  nurfe  of  freedom,  Albion,  fay, 

Thou  tamer  of  defpotic  fvvay, 

What  man,  among  thy  fons  around, 

What  page,  in  all  thy  annals  bright, 

Haft  thou  with  purer  joy  furvey'd 

Than  that  where  truth,  by  Hoadly's  aid, 

Shines  through  the  deep  unhallowM  lhade 
Of  kingly  fraud  and  facerdotal  night  ? 

I.     5. 

To  him  the  Teacher  blefs'd 
Who  fent  religion,  from  the  palmy  field 
By  Jordan,  like  the  morn  to  cheer  the  weft, 
And  lifted  up  the  veil  which  heaven  from  earth  conceal'd, 
To  Hoadly  thus  He  uttter'd  his  beheft  : 
"  Go  thou,  and  refcue  my  difhonour'd  law 
"  From  hands  rapacious  and  from  tongues  impure  : 
'  *  Let  not  my  peaceful  name  be  made  a  lure 
* {  The  fnares  of  favage  tyranny  to  aid  : 
ic  Let  not  my  words  be  impious  chains  to  draw 
"  The  free-born  foul,  in  more  than  brutal  awe, 
"  To  faith  without  aflent,  allegiance  unrepaid." 

C4  II,  i. 
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II.  i. 

No  cold  nor  unperforming  hand 

Was  arm'd  by  heaven  with  this  command, 

The  world  foon  felt  it :  and,  on  high, 

To  William's  ear  with  welcome  joy 

Did  Locke  among  the  blefl  unfold 

The  rifing  hope  of  Hoadly's  name  : 

Godolphin  then  confirm'd  the  fame ; 

And  Somers,  when  from  earth  he  came, 
And  valiant  Stanhope  the  fair  fequel  told h. 
II.     2. 

Then  drew  the  lawgivers  around, 

(Sires  of  the  Grecian  name  renown'd) 

And  liilening  alk'd,  and  wondering  knew,  ] 

What  private  force  could  thus  fubdue 

The  vulgar  and  the  great  combin'd ; 

Could  war  with  facred  folly  wage ; 

Could  a  wrhole  nation  difengage 

From  the  dread  bonds  of  many  an  age, 
And  to  new  habits  mould  the  public  mind. 

fc  Mr.  Locke  died  in  1704,  when  Mr.  Hoadly  was  beginning  to  diftm- 
guifh  himfelf  in  the  caufe  of  civil  and  religious  liberty:  Lord  Godol 
phin  in  1712,  when  the  do&rines  olf  the  Jacobite  faftion  were  chiefly- 
favoured  by  thofe  in  power  :  Lord  Somers  in  1716,  amid  the  practices 
of  the  non-juring  clergy  againft  the  proteftant  eftablilhment ;  and  Lord 
Stanhope  in  1721,  during  the  controverfy  with  the  lo.v;:i  houfeof  con 
vocation. 
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II.  3. 

For  not  a  conqueror's  fword, 
fNbr  the  ftrong  powers  to  civil  founders  known, 
Were  his :  but  truth  by  faithful  fearch  explored, 

And  focial  fenfe,  like  feed,  in  genial  plenty  fown. 
Wherever  it  took  root,  the  foul  (reftor'd 
To  freedom)  freedom  too  for  others  fought, 
Not  monkifh  craft  the  tyrant's  claim  divine, 
Not  regal  zeal  the  bigot's  cruel  fhrine 
Could  longer  guard  from  reafon's  warfare  fage : 
Not  the  wild  rabble  to  fedition  wrought, 
JNor  fynods  by  the  papal  Genius  taught, 

Nor  St.  John's c  fpirit  loofe,  nor  Atterbury's  d  rage. 

III.  l. 

But  where  fhall  recompence  be  found  ? 
Or  how  fuch  arduous  merit  crown'd  ? 
For  look  on  life's  laborious  fcene  : 
What  rugged  fpaces  lie  between 
Adventurous  virtue's  early  toils 
And  her  triumphal  throne  !  The  iliade 
Qf  death,  mean  time,  does  oft  invade 
Her  progrefs ;  nor,  to  us  difplay'd, 
Wears  the  bright  heroine  her  expedted  fpoils. 

III.  2. 

Yet  born  to  conquer  is  her  power  : 
— - O  Hoadly,  if  that  favourite  hour 

c  Henry  St.  John,  Lord  Vifcount  Bolingbrokc. 
«l  Francis  Atterbury,  Biihop  of  Rochcfter. 
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On  earth  arrive,  with  thankful  awe 
We  own  jufl  heaven's  indulgent  law, 
And  proudly  thy  fuccefs  behold ; 
We  'attend  thy  reverend  length  of  days 
With  benediction  and  with  praife, 
And  hail  Thee  in  our  public  ways 
Like  fome  great  fpirit  fam'd  in  ages  old. 

HI.  3. 

While  thus  our  vows  prolong 
Thy  fteps  on  earth,  and  when  by  us  refign'd 
Thou  join'ft  thy  feniors,  that  heroic  throng 

Who  refcu'd  or  preferv'd  the  rights  of  human  kind, 
O  !  not  unworthy  may  thy  Albion's  tongue 
Thee,  {till  her  friend  and  benefactor,  name  : 
<D  !  never,  Hoadly,  in  thy  country's  eyes, 
May  impious  gold,  or  pleafure's  gaudy  prize, 
Make  public  virtue,  public  freedom  vile ; 
Nor  our  own  manners  tempt  us  to  difclaim 
That  heritage,  our  nobleft  wealth  and  fame, 

Which  Thou  hail  kept  intire  from  force  and  factious  guile, 


INSCRIP- 
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INSCRIPTIONS. 

By  the  Same. 

I. 

For  a  G  R  O  T  T  O. 

TO  me,  whom  in  their  lays  the  fhepherds  call 
Actcea,  daughter  of  the  neighbouring  ftream, 
This  cave  belongs.     The  fig-tree  and  the  vine, 
Which  o'er  the  rocky  entrance  downward  moot, 
Were  plac'd  by  Glycon.     He  with  cowilips  pale, 
Primrofe,  and  purple  Lychnis,  deck'd  the  green 
Before  my  threfhold,  and  my  fhelving  walls 
With  honeyfuckle  cover'd.     Here  at  noon, 
Lull'd  by  the  murmur  of  my  rifmg  fount, 
I  (lumber :  here  my  cluttering  fruits  I  tend ; 
Or  from  the  humid  flowers,  at  break  of  day, 
Frefti  garlands  weave,  and  chace  from  all  my  bo  jnds 
Each  thing  impure  or  noxious.     Enter-in, 
O  ftranger,  undifmay'd.     Nor  bat  nor  toad 
Here  lurks :  and  if  thy  breaft  of  blamelefs  thoughts 
Approve  thee,  not  unwelcome  fhalt  thou  tread 
My  quiet  manfiori  :  chiefly,  if  thy  name 

Wile  Pallas  and  the  immortal  Mufes  own. 

II.  For 
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n. 

For  a  Statue  of  CHAUCER  at  WOOPSTOCK* 

SUCH  was  old  Chaucer,     fuch  the  placid  mien 
Of  him  who  firft  with  harmony  inform'd 
The  language  of  our  fathers.     Here  he  dwelt 
For  many  a  cheerful  day.     Thefe  ancient  walls 
Have  often  heard  him,  while  his  legends  blithe 
He  fang;  of  love,  or  knighthood,  or  the  wiles 
Of  homely  life  :   through  each  eftate  and  age, 
The  fafhions  and  the  follies  of  the  world 
With  cunning  hand  portraying.     Though  perchance 
From  Blenheim's  towers,  O  ftranger,  thou  art  come 
Glowing  with  Churchill's  trophies  ;  yet  in  vain 
Doft  thou  applaud  them,  if  thy  breaft  be  cold 
To  him,  this  other  heroe;  who,  in  times 
Dark  and  untaught,  began  with  charming  verfe 
To  tame  the  rudenefs  of  his  native  land, 


III. 

WHOE'ER  thou  art  whofe  path  in  fummer  lies 
Through  yonder  village,  turn  thee  where  the  grove 
Of  branching  oaks  a  rural  palace  old 
Imbofoms  :  there  dwells  Albert,  generous  lord 

Of 
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Of  all  the  harvefl  round ;   and  onward  thence 

A  low  plain  chapel  fronts  the  morning  light 

Fall  by  a  filent  riv'let.    Humbly  walk, 

O  ftranger,  o'er  the  confecrated  ground  ; 

And  on  that  verdant  hiiloc,  which  thou  fee'ft 

Befet  with  ofiers,  let  thy  pious  hand 

Sprinkle  frefli  water  from  the  brook,  and  ftrew 

Sweet -frnelling  flowers :    for  there  doth  Edmund  reft, 

The  learned  Ihepherd ;   for  each  rural  art 

Fam'd,  and  for  fongs  harmonious,  and  the  woes 

Of  ill-requited  love.     The  faithlefs  pride 

Of  fair  Matilda  fank  him  to  the  grave 

In  manhood's  prime.     But  foon  did  righteous  heaven 

With  tears,  with  fliarp  remorfe,  and  pining  care, 

Avenge  her  falfhood  :   nor  could  all  the  gold 

And  nuptial  pomp,  which  lur'd  her  plighted  faith 

From  Edmund  to  a  loftier  husband's  home, 

Relieve  her  breaking  heart,  or  turn  afide 

The  flrokes  of  death.     Go,  traveller  ;  relate 

The  mournful  ftory  ;  haply  fome  fair  maid 

May  hold  it  in  remembrance,  and  be  taught; 

That  riches  cannot  pay  for  truth  and  love. 


IV,  O 
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IV. 

O  YOUTHS  and  virgins  :  O  declining  eld  t 
O  pale  misfortune's  Haves  :  O  ye  who  dwell 
Unknown  with  humble  quiet  ;  ye  who  wait 
In  courts,  or  fill  the  golden  feat  of  kings: 
O  fons  of  fport  and  pleafure  :  O  thou  wretch 
That  weep'lt  for  jealous  love,  or  the  fore  wounds 
Of  confcious  guilt,  or  death's  rapacious  hand 
Which  left  thee  void  of  hope  :    O  ye  who  roam 
In  exile  ;.  ye  who  through  the  embattled  field 
Seek  bright  renown  ;  or  who  for  nobler  palms 
Contend,  the  leaders  of  a  public  caufe  : 
Approach  :  behold  this  marble.     Know  ye  not 
The  features  ?  Hath  not  oft  his  faithful  tongue 
Told  you  the  fafhion  of  your  own  eftate, 
The  fecrets  of  your  bofom  ?  Here  then,  round 
His  monument  with  reverence  while  ye  ftand, 
Say  to  each  other:  "  This  was  Shakfpeare's  form 
44  Who  walk'd  in  every  path  of  human  life, 
"  Felt  every  paffion  ;  and  to  all  mankind 
*'  Doth  now,  will  ever  that  experience  yield 
"  Which  his  own  genius  only  could  acquire." 


v.  dr. 
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V. 

GULIELMUS  III.  FORTIS,  PIUS,  LIBERATOR, 
CUM  INEUNTE  AETATE  PATRIAE  LABENTI 
ADFUISSET  SALUS  IPSE  UNICA;  CUM  MOX 
ITIDEM  REIPUBLICAE  BRITANNICAE  VINDEX 
RENUNCIATUS  ESSEX  ATQUE  STATOR ;  TUM 
DENTQUE  AD  ID  SE  NATUM  RECOGNOVIT  ET 
REGEM  FACTUM,  UT  CURARET  NE  DOMINO 
IMPOTENTICKDERENT  PAX,  FIDES, FORTUNA, 

GENERIS  HUMANI. 
AUCTORI  PUBLICAE  FEL1C1TATIS  P.  G.  A.  M.  A. 


VI. 


For    a    Column    at    R  U  N  N  Y  M  E  D  E. 

TH  O  U,  who  the  verdant  plain  doll  traverfe  here, 
While  Thames  among  his  willows  from  thy  view 
Retires ;  O  ftranger,  flay  thee,  and  the  fcene 
Around  contemplate  well.     This  is  the  place 
Where  England's  ancient  barons,  clad  in  arms 


And 
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And  flerii  with  conqueft,  from  their  tyrant  king 
(Then  render'cl  tame)  did  challenge  and  fecure 
The  charter  of  thy  freedom.     Pafs  not  on 
'Till  thou  have  blefs'd  their  memory,  and  paid 
Thole  thanks  which  God  appointed  the  reward 
Of  public  virtue  :  and  if  chance  thy  home 
Salute  thee  with  a  father's  honour  d  name, 
Go,  call  thy  fons  ;  inftruft  them  what  a  debt 
They  owe  their  anceftors  ;   and  make  them  fwear 
To  pay  it,  by  tranfmitting  down  intire 
Thofe  facred  rights  to  which  themfclves  were  born. 


ODE 

BY    THE    SAME. 
•I. 

IF  rightly  tuneful  bards  decide, 
If  it  be  fix'd  in  love's  decrees, 
That  beauty  ought  not  to  be  tried 
But  by  its  native  power  -to  pleafe, 
Then  tell  me,  youths  and  lovers,  tell, 
What  fair  can  Amoret  excell  ? 

II. 
Behold  that  bright  unfullied  fmile, 

And  wifdom  fpeaking  in  her  mien: 
Yet  (me  fo  artlefs  all  the  while, 
So  little  ftudious  to  be  fecn) 


We 
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We  nought  but  inftant  gladnefs  know, 
-     Nor  think  to  whom  the  gift  we  owe* 

III. 

But  neither  mufic,  nor  the  powers     Q 
Of  youth  and  mirth  and  frolic  cheer, 
Add  half  that  furifhine  to  the  hours, 

Or  make  life's  profpeft  half  fo  clear,          .  ^ 
A6  memory  brings  it  to  the  eye 
From  fcenes  where  Amoret  was  by. 

IV. 
Yet  not  a  fatifift  could  there 

Or  fault  or  indilcretion  find ; 
Nor  any  prouder  fage  declare 

One  v irtue,  pi&urd  in  his  mind, 
Whole  form  with  lovelier  colours  glows 
Than  Amoret's  demeanor  fliows. 

V. 
This  fure  is  beauty's  happieft  part : 

1  his  gives  the  moft  unbounded  fvvay : 
This  mall  inchant  the  fubjed  heart 

When  rofe  and  lily  fade  away  ! 
And  She  be  (till,  in  fpite  of  time, 
Sweet  Amoret  in  all  her  prime. 

,.- 
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By  WILLIAM   WHITEHEAD,    Efq; 

On  entering  the  CAMPANIA  of  ROME,  at  OTRICOLI, 
MDCCLV, 

.     :  r.(j 
I. 

•AIL,  facred  Stream,  whofe  waters  roll 
Immortal  through  the  claflic  page  I 
To  Thee  the  Mufe-devoted  foul> 
Though  deflin'd  to  a  later  age 
And  lefs  indulgent  clime,  to  Thee, 

Nor  thou  difdain,  in  runic  lays 
Weak  mimic  of  true  harmony, 
His  grateful  homage  pays. 
Far  other  ftrains  thine  elder  ear 
With  pleas'd  attention  wont  to  hear, 
When  he,  who  ftrung  the  Latian  lyre, 
And  he,  who  led  th*  Aonian  quire 

From 
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l?rtfm  Mantua's  reedy  lakes  with  ofiers  crown'd, 
taught  Echo  from  thy  banks  with  tranfport  to  refound^ 
Thy  banks  ?-*alas  !  is  this  the  boafted  fcene, 
This  dreary,  wide,  uncultivated  plain, 
Where  fick'ning  Nature  wears  a  fainter  green, 
And  Defolation  fpreads  her  torpid  reign  ? 
Is  this  the  fcene  where  Freedom  breath'd, 
Her  copious  horn  where  Plenty  wreath'd. 

And  Health  at  opening  day 
Bade  all  her  rofeate  breezes  fly, 
To  wake  the  fons  of  Induftry, 

And  make  their  fields  more  gay  ? 

II. 
Where  is  the  villa's  rural  pride, 

The  fwelling  dome's  imperial  gleam, 
Which  lov'd  to  grace  the  verdant  fide, 
And  tremble  in  thy  golden  ftream  £ 
Where  are  the  bold,  the  bufy  throngs, 

That  rufh'd  impatient  to  the  war, 
Or  tun'd  to  peace  triumphal  fongs, 

And  hail'd  the  paffing  car  ? 
Along  the  folitary  *  road, 
The  eternal  flint  by  Confuls  trod, 
We  mufe,  and  mark  the  fad  decays 
Of  mighty  works,  and  mighty  days. 
For  thefe  vile  waftes,  we  cry,  had  Fate  decreed 
That  Veii's  fons  mould  ftrive,  for  thefe  Camilius  bleed? 


The  Flaminian  Way* 


Did 


Did  here,  in  after-times  of  Roman  pride, 

vFhe  mufing  (hepherd  from  Soracte's  height 
See  towns  extend  where'er  thy  waters  glide, 
And  temples  rife,  and  peopled  farms  unite  ? 
They  did.     For  this  deferted  plain 
The  Hero  flrove,  nor  ftrove  in  vain ; 

And  here  the  fhepherd  faw 
UnnumbeF'd  towns  and  temples  fpread, 
While  Rome  majeftic  rear'd  her  head, 
And  gave  the  nations"  law. 

III. 
Yes,  Thou  and  Latitim  once  were  great. 

And  ftill,  ye  fir  ft  of  human  things, 
Beyond  the  grafp  of  time  or  fate 

Her  fame  and  thine  triumphant  fprings. 
What  though  the  mouldrring  columns  fall, 

And  ftrow  the  defart  earth  beneath, 
Though  ivy  round  each  nodding  wall 

Entwine  its  fatal  wreath, 
Yet  fay,  can  Rhine  or  Danube  boaff 
The  numerous  glories  thou  haft  loft  ? 
Can  ev'n  Euphraftes*  palmy  fhorey 
Or  Nile  with  alt  his  myftic  lore, 
Produce  from  old  records  of  genuine  fame 
Such  heroes,  poets,  kings,  or  emulate  thy  name  > 
Ev'n  now  the  Mufe,  the  confcious  Mufe  is  here; 
From  every  ruin's  formidable  made 

Eternal  Mufic  breathes  on  Fancy's  ear, 

And 
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And  wakes  to  more  than  form  th'  illusions  dead. 
Thy  Caefars,  Scipios,  Catos  rife, 
The  great,  the  virtuous,  and  the  wife, 

In  iolernn  ftate  advance  *. 
They  fix  the  philofophic  eye, 
Or  trail  the  robe,  or  lift  on  high 
The  lightning  of  the  lance. 

IV. 

But  chief  that  humbler  happier  train 
Who  knew  thpfe  virtues  to  reward 
Beyond  the  reach  of  chance  or  pain 

Secure,  th'  hiftorian  and  the  bard. 
By  them  the  hero's  generous  rage 

Still  warm  in  youtty  immortal  liv.es ; 
And  in  their  adamantine  page 

Thy  glory  it  ill  furvives.  , 

Through  deep  Savannahs  wild  and  vaft, 
Unheard,  unknown  through  ages  paft, 
Beneath  the  fun's  diredfter  beams 
What  copious  torrents  pour  their  ftreams ! 
No  fame  have  they,  no  fond  pretence  to  mourn, 
No  annals  fwell  their  pride,  or  grace  their  itoried  urn, 
Whilfl  Thou,  with  Rome's  exalted  genius  join'd, 

Her  fpear  yet  lifted,  and  her  corflet  brac'd, 
Canft'tell  the  waves,  canft  tell  the  paffing  wind, 
Thy  wond'rous  tale,  and  cheer  the  lift'ning  waflc. 
Though  from  his  caves  th'  unfeeling  North 
pour'd  all  his  legion'd  tempefts  forth. 


Yet 
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Yet  {till  thy  laurels  bloom : 
One  deathlefs  glory  ftill  remains, 
Thy  ftream  has  rolPd  through  LATIAK  plain j, 

Has  wafh'd  the  walls  of  ROME. 


I       E 


S. 


BY    T  HI    SAME. 


E 


I. 


Written  at  the  CONVENT  of  HAUT  VILLERS  i 
CHAMPAGNE,  1754. 

SILENT  and  clear,  through  yonder  peaceful  vale, 
While  Marne's  flow  waters  weave  their  mazy 
See,  to  th'  exulting  fun,  and  foft'ring  gale, 
What  boundlefs  treafures  his  rich  banks  difplay  I 

Faft  by  the  ftream,  and  at  the  mountain's  bafe, 
The  lowing  herds  through  living  paftures  rove  : 

Wide-waving  harvefts  crown  the  riling  fpace  : 
And  (till  fuperior  nods  the  viny  grove. 


High 
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High  on  the  top,  as  guardian  of  the  fcene, 
Imperial  Sylvan  fpreads  his  umbrage  wide  ; 

Nor  wants  there  many  a  cot,  and  fpire  between, 
Or  in  the  vale,  or  on  the  mountain's  fide, 

To  mark  that  Man,  as  tenant  of  the  whole, 
Claims  the  juft  tribute  of  his  culturing  care, 

Yet  pays  to  Heaven,  in  gratitude  of  foul, 
The  boon  which  Heaven  accepts  of,  praife  and  prayer. 

O  dire  effects  of  war  !  the  time  has  been 
When  Defolation  vaunted  here  her  reign  ; 

One  ravag'd  defart  was  yon  beauteous  fcene, 
And  Marne  ran  purple  to  the  frighted  Seine. 

Oft  at  his  work,  the  toilfome  day  to  cheat, 
The  fwain  ftill  talks  of  thofe  difaftrous  times, 

When  Guife's  pride,  and  Conde's  ill-ftarr'd  heat, 
Taught  chriilian  zeal  to  authorize  their  crimes  : 

Oft  to  his  children  fportive  on  the  grafs 
Does  dreadful  tales  of  worn  Tradition  tell  ; 

Oft  points  to  Epernay's  ill-fated  pafs, 

Where  force  thrice  triumph'd,  and  where  Biron  fell. 

O  dire  effects  of  war!—  may  evermore 

Through  this  fweet  vale  the  voice  of  difcord  ceafe  ! 
A  Britifh  bard  to  Gallia's  fertile  fliore 

Can  wifli  the  bleffings  of  eternal  peace. 


Yet 
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What  though  no  cyprefs  (hades,  in  funeral  rows, 
No  fculptur'd  urns,  the  laft  records  of  Fate, 

O'er  the  Ihrunk  terrace  wave  their  baleful  boughs,  \ 
Or  breathe  in  itoried  emblems  of  the  great ; 

Yet  not  with  heedlefs  eye  will  we  furvey 

The  fcene  though  chang'd,  nor  negligently  tread  ; 

Thele  variegated  walks,  however  gay, 
Were  once  the  iilent  manfions  of  the  dead. 

In  every  flirub,  in  every  flow'ret's  bloom 

That  paints  with  different  hues  yon  fmiling  plain^ 

Some  Hero's  afties  iflue  from  the  tomb, 
And  live  a  vegetative  life  again. 

For  matter  dies  not  as  the  Sages  fay, 

But  fhifts  to  other  forms  the  pliant  mafs," 

When  the  free  fpirit  quits  its  cumb'rous  clay, 
And  fees,  beneath,  the  rolling  Planets  pafs. 

Perhaps,  my  Villiers,  for  I  fing  to  Thee, 
Perhaps,  unknowing  of  the  bloom  it  gives, 

In  yon  fair  fcion  of  Apollo's  tree 

The  facred  duft  of  young  Marcellus  lives. 

Pluck  not  the  leaf— 'twere  facrilege  to  wound 

Th*  ideal  memory  of  fo  fweet  a  made  ; 
In  thefe  fad  feats  an  early  grave  he  found, 

And*  the  firft  rites  to  gloomy  Dis  convey'd. 

*  He  is  faid  lobe  the  firft  pirfon  buried  in  this  monument. 

7  Witnefs 
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Witnefs c  thou  Field  of  Mars,  that  oft  hadft  known 
His  youthful  triumphs  in  the  mimic  war, 

Thou  heard'ft  the  heart-felt  univerfal  groan 
When  o'er  thy  bofom  roll'd  the  funeral  car. 

Witnefs d  thou  Tufcan  ftream,  where  oft  he  glow'd 

In  fportive  ftrugglings  with  th'  oppofing  wave, 
Fall  by  the  recent  tomb  thy  waters  flow'd 

While  wept  the  wife,  the  virtuous,  and  the  brave. 
O  loft  too  foon  !  —yet  why  lament  a  fate 

By  thoufands  envied,  and  by  Heaven  approv'd  ? 
Rare  is  the  boon  to  thofe  of  longer  date 

To  live,  to  die,  admir'd,  efteem'd,  belov'd. 

Weak  are  our  judgements,  and  our  paffions  warm, 
And  flowly  dawns  the  radiant  morn  of  truth, 

Our  expectations  hailily  we  form, 
And  much  we  pardon  to  ingenuous  youth. 

Too  oft  we  fatiate  on  th*  applaufe  we  pay 

To  riling  Merit,  and  refume  the  Crown ; 
Full  many  a  blooming  genius,  fnatch'd  away, 

Has  fallen  lamented  who  had  liv'd  unknown. 

For  hard  the  talk,  O  Villiers,  to  fuftain 

Th*  important  burthen  of  an  early  fame ; 
Each  added  day  fome  added  worth  to  gain, 
Prevent  each  wifli,  and  anfwer  every  claim. 
«  Quantos  ille  virum  magnam  Mavortis  ad  urbcm 
Campus  aget  gemitus ! 

d  Vel  quae,  Tyberine,  videbls 

Funcra,  cum  tumulum  prsetcrlaberc  recentem  f  Via • 
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Be  thou  Marcelhis,  with  a  length  of  days ! 

But  O  remember,  whatfoe'er  thou  art, 
The  moft  expired  breath  of  human  praife 

To  pleafe  indeed  muft  echo  from  the  heart. 

Though  thou  be  brave,  be  virtuous,  and  be  wife, 
By  all,  like  him,  admir'd,  efteem'd,  belov'd, 

?Tis  from  within  alone  true  Fame  can  rife, 
Thd  only  happy  is  the  Self-approv'd. 

vi  O 

ELEGY        III. 

V*f 

To  fhe  Right  Honourable 

GEORGE  SIMON  HARCOURT,  Vifcount  NEWNHAM,  * 
Son  to  Earl  HARCOURT.  _» 

Written  at  ROME,  1756. 

-Lit  • 

YE  S,  noble  Youth,  'tis  true  ;  the  fofter  arts, 
The  fvveetly-founding  firing,  and  pencil's  power, 
Have  vvarm'd  to  rapture  even  heroic  hearts, 
And  taught  the  rude  to  wonder,  and  adore. 

For  Beauty  charms  us,  whether  me  appears 

Jn  blended  colours ;  or  to  foo thing  found 
Attunes  her  voice ;  or  fair  proportion  wears 

In  yonder  fwelling  dome's  harmonious  round. 

i'  All, 
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All,  all  fhe  charms  •  but  not  alike  to  all 
'Tis  given  to  revel  in  her  blifsful  bovver  ; 

Coercive  ties,  and  Reafon's  powerful  call, 
Bid  fome  but  tafle  the  fweets,  which  fome  devour* 

When  Nature  governed,  and  when  Man  was  young, 
Perhaps  at  will  th*  untutor'd  Savage  rov'd, 

Where  waters  mnrraur'd,  and  where  chillers  hung 
He  fed,  and  flept  beneath  the  fhade  he  lov'd. 

But  lince  the  Sage's  more  fagacious  mind, 

By  Heaven's  permiffion,  or  by  Heaven's  command, 

To  polifli  flates  his  focial  laws  affign'd, 

And  general  good  on  partial  duties  plann'd  ; 

Not  for  ourfelves  our  vagrant  fteps  we  bend 
As  heedlefs  Chance,  or  wanton  Choice  ordain  ; 

On  various  ftations  various  talks  attend, 
And  men  are  lorn  to=  trifle  or  to  reign. ' 

As  chaunts  the  woodman  whilft  the  Dryads  weep, 
And  falling  forefts  fear  th'  uplifted  blow, 

As  chaunts  the  fhepherd,  while  he  tends  his  fiieep, 
Or  weaves  to  pliant  forms  the  ofier  bough  ; 

To  me  'tis  given,  whom  Fortune  loves  to  lead 
Through  humbler  toils  to  life's  fequefter'd  bowers, 

To  me  'tfs  given  to  wake  th'  amufive  reed, 
And  footh  with  long  the  folitary  hours. 


Bot 
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But  Thee  fuperior  foberer  toils  demand, 

Severer  paths  are  thine  of  patriot  fame ; 
Thy  birth,  thy  friends,  thy  king,  thy  native  land, 

Have  given  thee  honours,  and  have  each  their  ciahttij 

Then  nerve  with  fortitude  thy  feeling  bread 
Each  wifli  to  combat,  and  each  pain  to  bear  ; 

Spurn  with  diidain  th'  inglorious  love  of  reft, 
Nor  let  the  fyren  Eafe  approach  thine  ear. 

Beneath  yon  cyprefs  {hade's  eterrial  green 
See,  proftrate  Rome  her  wond'rous  {lory  tell, 

Mark  how  me  rofe  the  world's  imperial  queen, 
And  tremble  at  the  profpeft  how  me  fell  I 

Not  that  my  rigid  precepts  would  require 
A  painful  ftruggling  with  each  adverfe  gale, 

Forbid  thee  liflen  to  th'  enchanting  Lyre, 
Or  turn  thy  fleps  from  Fancy's  flowery  vale* 

'Whate'er  of  Greece  in  fculpturM  brafs  furvivesj 
Whatever  of  Rome  in  mould'ring  arcs  remains  j 

Whate'er  of  Genhis  on  the  canvafs  lives, 
Or  flows  in  polilh'd  verfe,  or  airy  ftrains, 

Be  thefe  thy  leifurc ;  to  the  chofen  few, 

Who  dare  excel,  thy  foft'ring  aid  afford  \ 
Their  arts,  their  magic  powers  with  honours  due   ! 

Exalt  j  but  be  thyfelf  what  they  record. 

ELEGY 


£       L       £        G       Y         IV- 

To  an  OFFICER, 

t 

Written  at  ROME,  1756. 

FROM  Latian  fields,  the  manfions  of  Renown, 
Where  fix'd  the  Warrior  God  his  fated  feat ; 
Where  infant  Heroes  learnt  the  martial  frown, 
And  little  hearts  for  genuine  glory  beat ; 

What  for  my  friend,  my  foldier,  fhail  I  frame  ? 

What  nobly-glowing  verfe  that  breathes  of  arms, 
To  point  his  radiant  path  to  deathlefs  fame, 

By  great  examples,  and  terrific  charms  ? 

Quirinus  firft,  with  bold,  colle&ed  bands, 

The  fmeu'y  fons  of  ftrength,  for  empire  drove  ; 

Beneath  his  thunder  bow'd  th*  aftoniih'd  lands, 
And  temples  rofe  to  Mars,  and  to  Feretrian  Jove* 


War- 
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War  taught  contempt  of  death,  contempt  of  pain, 
And  hence  the  Fabii,  hence  the  Decii  come : 

War  urg'd  the  (laughter,  though  (he  wept  the  (lain, 
Stefn  War,  the  rugged  nurfe  of  virtuous  Rome.    •» 

But  not  from  antique  fables  will  I  draw, 
To  fire  thy  feeling  foul,  a  dubious  aid, 

Though  ndw,  ev?n  now,  they  itrike  with  rev'rent 
By  Poets  or  Hiilorians  facred  made. 

Nor  yet  to  thee  the  babbling  Miife  flfall  tell 

What  mighty  kings  with  all  their  legions  wrought, 

"What  cities  funk,  and  itoried  nations  fell 
When  Casfar,  Titus,  or  when  Trajan  fought. 

From  private  worth,  and  Fortune's  private  ways 
Whiiit  o'er  yon  hill  th'  exalted 3  Trophy  mows 

To  what  vaft  heights  of  incorrupted  praife 
The  great,  the  felf- ennobled  Marius  rofe. 

From  fteep  Arpinum's  rock-invefted  made, 
From,  hardy  Virtue's  emulative  fchool, 

His  daring  flight  th'  expanding  Genius  made, 
And  by  obeying  nobly  learnt  to  rule. 

A&afh'd,  confounded,  ftern  Iberia  groan'd, 
And  Afric  trembled  to  her  utmoft  coafls ; 

When  the  proud  land  its  deitin'd  Conqueror  own'd 
In  the  new  Conual,  and  his  veteran  holts. 

.    a  The  trophies  of  Marius,  now  creeled  before  the  Capkol. 
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Yet  chiefs  are  madmen,  and  Ambition  weak, 
And  mean  the  joys  the  laurel'd  harvefts  yield, 

If  Virtue  fail.     Let  Fame,  let  Envy  fpeak 
Of  Capfa's  walls,  and  Sextia's  wat'ry  field, 

But  fink  for  ever,  in  oblivion  caft, 

Dilhoneft  triumphs,  and  ignoble  fpoils. 
Minturnae's  Marfli  feverely  paid  at  laft 

The  guilty  glories  gain'd  in  civil  broils* 

Nor  yet  his  vain  contempt  the  Mufe  fhall  praifc 
For  fcenes  of  polifh'd  life,  and  lettered  worth  ; 

The  fleel-ribb'd  Warrior  wants  not  Envy's  ways 
To  darken  theirs,  or  call  his  merits  forth. 

Witnefs  yon  Cimbrian  Trophies ! — Marius,  there 

Thy  ample  pinion  found  a  fpace  to  fly ; 
As  the  phim'd  eagle  foaring  fails  in  air, 

Jn  upper  air,  and  fcorns  a  middle  Iky. 

Thence  too  thy  country  claim'd  thee  for  her  own^ 
And  bade  the  Sculptor's  toil  thy  acts  adorn,. 

To  teach  in  characters  of  living  ftone 
Eternal  leffons  to  the  youth  unborn* 

For  wifely  Rome  her  warlike  Sons  rewards 
With  the  fweet  labours  of  her  Artifts'  hands ; 

He  wakes  her  Graces.,  who  her  empire  guards, 
And  both  Minervas  join  in  willing  bands. 
VOL,  VI,  £  O  why 
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O  why,  Britannia,  why  untrophicd  pafs 
The  patriot  deeds  thy  godlike  Sons  difplay, 

Why  breathes  on  high  no  monumental  brafs, 
Why  fwells  no  Arc  to  grace  Culloden's  Day  ? 

Wait  we  'till  faithlefs  France  fubmiffive  bow- 
Beneath  that  Hero's  delegated  fpear, 

Whofe  lightning  fmote  Rebellion's  haughty  brow, 
And  fcatter'd  her  vile  rout  with  horror  in  the  rear  ? 

O  Land  of  Freedom,  Land  of  Arts,  aflume 

That  graceful  dignity  thy  merits  claim  ; 
Exalt  thy  Heroes  like  imperial  Rome, 

And  build  their  virtues  on  their  love  of  fame. 

So  fliall  the  modeft  worth,  which  checks  my  friend, 
Forget  its  blufli  when  rous'd  by  Glory's  charms  j 

From  breaft  to  breaft  the  generous  warmth  defcend, 
And  ilill  new  trophies  rife,  at  once,  to  Arts  and  Arms, 


ELEGY 
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To    a   FRIEND   Sick. 


Written  at  ROME, 


>7  lay, 

Whofe  naval  form  divides  the  Tufcan  flood, 
In  the  bright  dawn  of  her  illuftrious  day 
Rome  fix'd  her  Temple  to  the  healing  God. 

Here  Hood  his  altars,  here  his  arm  he  bar'd, 
And  round  his  my  flic  flaff  the  lerpent  twin'd, 

Through  crowded  portals  hymns  of  praife  were  heard, 
Add  victims  bled,  and  facred  feers  divin'd. 

On  every  breathing  wall,  on  every  round 

Of  column,  Iwelling  with  proportion'd  grace^ 

Its  dated  feat  ibme  votive  t  blet  found, 
And  floried  wonders  dignified  the  place. 

a  The  infula  Tiberina,   where  there  are  itill  fome  fmall  remains  of 
the  famous  temple  of  -SXculapms. 

E*  Oft 
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©ft  from  the  balmy  Wettings  of  repofe, 

And  the  cool  fUllnefs  of  the  night's  deep  fhade$ 

To  light  and  health  thj  exulting  Votarift  rofe, 
Whilft  fancy  work'd  with  med'cine's  powerful  aid. 

Oft  in  his  dreams  (no  longer  clogg'd  with  fears 
Of  iome  broad  torrent,  or  foine  headlong  fleep, 

With  each  dire  form  Imagination  wears 

When  harrafs'd  Nature  finks  in  turbid  fleep) 

*  Oft  in  his  dreams  he  faw  diffufive  day 

Through  buriting  glooms  its  cheerful  beams  extend ; 
On  billowy  clouds  faw  fportive  Genii  play, 
And  bright  Hygeia  from  her  heaven  defcend. 

What  marvel  then,  that  man's  overflowing  mind 
Should  wreath-bound  columns  raife,  and  altars  fair, 

And  grateful  offerings  pay,  to  Powers  fo  kind, 
Though  fancy-form'd,  and  creatures  of  the  Air. 

Who  that  has  writh'd  beneath  the  fcourge  of  painr 
Or  felt  the  burthen'd  languor  of  difeafe, 

But  would  with  joy  the  flighted  refpite  gain  ; 
And  idolize  the  hand  which  lent  him  eafe  ? 

To  thee,  my  friend,  unwillingly  to  thee, 

For  truths  like  thefe  the  anxious  Mufe  appeals* 

Can  Memory  anfwer  from  affliction  free, 
Or  ip^aks  the  fuffcrer  what,  I  fear,  he  feels  ? 


No, 
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No,  let  me  hope  ere  this  in  Romely  grove 
Hygeia  revels  with  the  blooming  Spring, 

Ere  this  the  vocal  feats  the  Mufes  love 

With  hymns  of  praife,  like  Paeon's  temple,  ring. 

£t  was  not  written  in  the  book  of  Fate 

That,  wand'ring  far  from  Albion's  fea-girt  plain, 
Thy  diitant  Friend  mould  mourn  thy  fhorter  date, 

And  tell  to  alien  woods  and  ftreams  his  pain. 

It  was  not  written.  Many  a  year  mail  roll, 
If  ciught  th'  infpiring  Mufe  aright  prefage, 

Cf  blamelefs  intercourfe  from  Soul  to  Soul, 

And  friendmip  well  matur'd  from  Youth  to  Age. 


EL        E        .G        Y  VI. 

To  another  FRIEND. 
Written  at  ROME,  1756. 

BEHOLD,  my  friend,  to  this  fmall3  orb  confin'd 
The  genuine  features  of  Aurelius'  face ; 
The  father,  frien.d,  and  lover  of  his  kind, 
Shrunk  to  a  narrow  coin's  contracted  fpace. 

a  The  medal  of  Marcus  Aurcliusf 

£  3  Not 
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Not  fo  his  fame ;  for  erft  did  heaven  ordain 

Whilft  feas  fhould  waft  us,  and  whilft  funs  fhould  warm, 

On  tongues  of  men,  the  friend  of  man  mould  reign. 
And  in  the  arts  he  lov'd  the  patron  charm. 

Oft  as  amidft  the  mould'ring  fpoils  of  Age, 
His  mofs-grown  monuments  my  fleps  purfue; 

Oft  as  my  eye  revolves  the  hiftoric  page, 
Where  pafs  his  generous  acts  in  fair  review. 

Imagination  grafps  at  many  things, 

Which  men,  which  angels  might  with  rapture  fee  j 
Then  turns  to  humbler  fcenes  its  fafer  wings, 

And,  bluih  not  whilft  I  fpeak  it,  thinks  on  thee. 

With  all  that  firm  benevolence  of  mind, 

Which  pities,  whilft  it  blames,  thj  unfeeling  vain. 

With  all  that  active  zeal  to  ierve  mankind, 
That  tender  fuffering  for  another's  pain, 

Why  wert  not  thou  to  thrones  imperial  rais'd  ? 

Did  heedlefs  Fortune  fl  umber  at  thy  birth, 
Or  on  thy  virtues  with  indulgence  gaz'd, 

And  gave  her  grandeurs  to  her  ions  of  earth  ? 

Happy  for  thee,  whofe  lefs  diftinguifli'd  fphere 

Now  cheers  in  private  the  delighted  eye, 
For  calm  Content,  and  fmiling  Eafe  are  there, 

And,  Heav'n's  divineft  gift,  fweet  Liberty. 

s 


Happy  for  me,  on  life's  ferener  flood 

Who  fail,  by  talents  as  by  choice  reftrain'd, 

Elfe  had  I  only  lhar'd  the  general  good, 
And  loll  the  friend  the  Univerfe  had  gain'd. 


THE  LYRIC  MUSE   TO  MR.  MASON. 

On  the  Recovery  of  the  RIGHT  HONOURABLE  the 
EARL  of  HOLDERNESSE  from  a  dangerous 
Illnefs. 

BY    THE    SAME. 

MA  S  0 1ST,  fnatch  the  votive  Lyre, 
D'Arcy  lives,  and  I  ihfpire. 
'Tis  the  Mufe  that  deigns  to  afk  : 
Can  thy  hand  forget  its  talk  ? 
Or  can  the  Lyre  its  ftrains  refufe 
To  the  Patron  of  the  Mufe  ? 

Hark,  what  notes  of  artlefs  love 
The  feather'd  poets  of  the  grove, 
Grateful  for  the  bowers  they  fill, 
Warble  wild  on  Sion  hill ; 
In  tuneful  tribute  duly  paid 
To  the  Mailer  of  the  {hade  ! 
E  4 


And  ftiall  the  Bard  fit  fancy -proof 
Beneath  the  hoipitable  roof, 
Where  every  menial  face  affords 
Raptur'd  thoughts  that  want  but  words  ? 
And  the  Patron's  dearer  part, 
The  gentle  iharer  of  his  heart, 
Wears  her  wonted  charms  again  i? 
Tjme,  that  felt  Affliction's  chain, 
Learns  on  lighter  wings  to  move ; 
And  the  tender  pledge  of  love, 
Sweet  Amelia,  now  is  preft 
With  double  tranfport  to  her  breaft. 
Sweet  Amelia,  though  tlefs  why, 
Imitates  the  general  joy ; 
Innocent  of  care  or  guile 
See  the  lovely  Mimic  fmile, 
And,  as  the  heart-felt  raptures  rife, 

Catch  them  from  her  Mother's  eyes. 

* 

Does  the  noify  town  deny 
Soothing  airs,  and  extafy  ? 
Sion's  (hades  afford  retreat, 
Thither  bend  thy  pilgrim  feet. 
There  bid  th'  imaginary  train, 
Coinage  of  the  Poet's  brain, 
Not  only  in  effects  appear, 
But  forms,  and  limbs,  and  features  wear.; 

Let 
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let  feftive  Mirth,  with  flowerets  crownM, 
Lightly  tread  the  meafur'd  round ; 
And  Peace,  that  feldom  knows  to  (hare 
The  Statefinan's  friendly  bowl,  be  there; 
While  rofy  Health,  fuperior  gucft, 
Loofe  to  the  Zephyrs  bares  her  breafl ; 
And,  to  add  a  fweeter  grace, 
Give  her  foft  Amelia's  face. 

Mafon,  why  this  dull  delay  ? 
Hafte,   to  Sion  hafle  away.  * 

There  the  Mufe  again  fliall  alk, 
Nor  thy  hand  forget  its  talk ; 
Nor  the  Lyre  its  trains  refuie 
To  the  Patron  of  the  Mule, 
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ON    THE   IMMORTALITY   OF   THE   SOUL. 

TRANSLATED 

From  the  LATIN  of  ISAAC  HAWKINS  BROWNE,  Efq; 
BY   SOAME  JENNYNS,    Efq; 

BOOK      I. 

TO  all  inferior  animals  'tis  given 
T'  enjoy  the  Hate  allotted  them  by  Heaven; 
No  vain  refearches  e'er  difhirb  their  reft, 
No  fears  of  dark  futurity  moleft. 
Man,  only  Man,  folicitous  to  know 
The  fp rings  whence  Nature's  operations  flow, 
Plods  through  a  dreary  wafle  with  toil  and  pain, 
And  reafons,  hopes,  and  thinks,  and  lives  in  vain ; 
For  fable  Death  Hill  hov'ring  o'er  his  head, 
Cuts  fhort  his  progrefs,  with  his  vital  thread. 
Wherefore,  lince  Nature  errs  not,  do  we  find 
Thefe  feeds  of  Science  in  the  human  mind, 
Jf  no  congenial  fruits  are  predefign'd  ? 

Fer 


i 
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For  what  avails  to  man  this  power  to  roam 

Through  ages  pail,  and  ages  yet  to  come, 

TJ  explore  new  worlds  o'er  all  th'  atherial  way, 

Chain'd  to  a  fpot,  and  living  but  a  day, 

Since  all  muft  perifli  in  one  common  grave, 

Nor  can  thefe  long  laborious  fearches  fave  ? 

Were  it  not  wiier  far,  fupinely  laid, 

To  fport  with  Phyllis  in  the  noontide  lhade  ? 

Or  at  thy  jovial  feflivals  appear,  *| 

Great  Bacchus,  who  alone  the  foul  cari  clear  I 

From  all  that  it  has  felt,  and  all  that  it  can  fear? 

Come  on  then,  let  us  feafl :  let  Chloe  fmg, 
And  foft  Nercra  touch  the  trembling  firing; 
Enjoy  the  prefent  hour,  nor  feek  to  know 
What  good  or  ill  to-morrow  may  be  flow. 
But  thefe  delights  foon  pall  upon"  the  tafle  ; 
Let's  try  then  if  more  ferious  cannot  laft : 
Wealth  let  us  heap  on  wealth,  or  fame  purfue, 
Let  power  and  glory  be  our  points  in  view; 
In  courts,  in  camps,  in  fenates  let  us  live, 
Our  levees  crowded  like  the  buzzing  hive ;    ^ 
Each  weak  attempt  the  fame  fad  leflbn  brings : 
Alas,  what  vanity  in  human  things ! 

What  means  then  mail  we  try  ?  where  hope  to  find 
A  friendly  harbour  for  the  refllefs  mind  ? 
Who  flill,  you  fee,  impatient  to  obtain 
Knowledge  immenfe,   (1b  Nature's  laws  ordain) 

Ev'n 
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Ev*n  now,  though  fetter'd  in  corporeal  clay?  •* 

Climbs  ftep  by  ftep  the  profpecl:  to  furvey,  > 

And  feeks,  unweary'd,  Truth's  eternal  ray,  J 

No  fleeting  joys  me  afks,  which  mull  depend 
On  the  frail  fenfes,  and  with  them  muft  end; 
But  fuch  as  fuit  her  own  immortal  fame, 
Free  from  all  change,   eternally  the  fame. 

Take  courage  then,  thefe  joys  we  (hall  attain : 
Almighty  Wifdpm  never  acts  in  vain  ; 
Nor  fhall  the  foul,  on  which  it  has  beftow'd 
Such  powers,  e'er  perifh,  like  an  earthly  clod ; 
But  purg'd  at  length  from  fouLcorruption's  ftain, 
Freed  from  her  priion,  and  unbound  her  chain, 
She  fhall  her  native  ftrength,  and  native  flues  regain  : 
To  heav'n  an  old  inhabitant  return, 
And  draw  nectareous  ftreams  from  truth's  perpetual  urn. 

Whilft  life  remains  (if  life  it  can  be  call'd, 
T'  exift  in  flemly  bondage  thus  enthrall'd) 
Tir'd  with  the  dull  purluit  of  worldly  things, 
The  foul  fcarce  wakes,  or  opes  her  gladfome  wings, 
Yet  ftill  the  godlike  exile  in  difgrace 
Retains  fome  marks  of  her  celeftial  race ; 
Elfe  when  from  Mem'ry's  ftore  can  Ihe  produce 
Such  various  thoughts,  or  range  them  fo  for  ufe? 
Can  matter  thefe  contain,  difpofe,  apply  ?  % 

Can  in  her  cells  fuch  mighty  treafures  lie?  > 

Or  can  her  native  force  produce  them  to  the  eye  ?  J 

6  Whence 
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Whence  is  this  power,  this  foundrefs  of  all  arts, 
Serving^  adorning  life,  through  all  its  parts, 
Whit*1)  names  impos'd,  by  letters  mark'd  thofe  names, 
Adj ufled  properly  by  legal  claims, 
From  woods,  and  wilds  collected  rude  mankind, 
And  cities,  laws,  and  governments  delign'd? 
What  can  this  be,  but  ibme  bright  ray  from  heaven, 
Some  emanation  from  Omnifcience  given  ? 

When  now  the  rapid  ftream  of  Eloquence 
Bears  all  before  it,  paffion,  rcafon,  fenfe, 
Can  its  dread  thunder,  or  its  lightning's  force, 
Derive  their  eflence  from  a  mortal  fource  ? 
What  think  you  of  the  bard's  enchanting  art, 
Which,  whether  he  attempts  to  warm  the  heart 
With  fabled  fcenes,  or  charm  the  ear  with  rhyme, 
Breathes  all  pathetic,  lovely,  and  fublime  ? 
Whilft  things  on  earth  roll  round  from  age  to  age, 
The  fame  dull  farce  repeated ;  on  the  ftage 
The  poet  gives  us  a  creation  new, 
More  pleaiing,  and  more  perfect  than  the  true ; 
The  mind,  who  always  to  perfection  haftes, 
Perfection,  fuch  as  here  me  never  taftes, 
With  gratitude  accepts  the  kind  deceit, 
And  thence  forcfees  a  fyftem  more  compleat. 
Of  thofe  what  think  you,  who  the  circling  race  > 

Of  funs,  and  their  revolving  planets  trace,  \ 

And  comets  journeying  through  unbounded  ipace?         J 

Say, 
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Say,  can  you  doubt,  but  that  th'  all-fearching  foul, 
That  now  can  traverfe  heaven  from  pole  to  pole,        ^ 
From  thence -defcending  vifits  but  this  earth, 
And  mall  once  more  regain  the  regions  of  her  birth? 
Could  me  thus  act,  unlefs  fome  Power  unknown, 
From  matter  quite  diftinct,  and  all  her  own, 
Supported,  and  impell'd  her  ?  She  approves 
Self-confcious,  and  condemns ;  me  hates,  and  loves, 
Mourns,  and  rejoices,  hopes,  and  is  afraid, 
Without  the  body's  unrequelted  aid  : 
Her  own  internal  ftrength  her  reafon  guides, 
By  this  me  now  compares  things,  now  divides ; 
Truth's  fcatter'd  fragments  piece  by  piece  collects, 
Rejoins,  and  thence  her  edifice  erects ; 
Piles  arts  on  arts,  effects  to  caufes  ties, 
And  rears  th'  afpiring  fabric  to  the  Ikies : 
From  whence,  as  on  a  diftant  plain  below, 
She  fees  from, caufes  confequences  flow, 
And  the  whole  chain  dilHnctly  comprehends, 
Which  from  th'  Almighty's  throne  to  earth  defcends : 
And  laftly,  turning  inwardly  her  eyes, 
Perceives  how  ail  her  own  ideas  rife, 
Contemplates  what  me  is,  and  whence  me  came, 
And  almoft  comprehends  her  own  amazing  frame. 
Can  mere  machines  be  with  fuch  powers  endiied, 
Or  confcious  of  thofe  powers,  fuppofe  they  could  ? 
For  body  is  but  a  machine  alone 
Mov'd  by  external  force,  and  impulfe  not  its  own. 

.Rate 
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Rate  not  th'  extenfion  of  the  human  mind 
By  the  plebeian  ftandard  of  mankind, 
But  by  the  fize  of  thofe  gigantic  few, 
Whom  Greece  and  Rome  flill  offer  to  our  view  j 
Or  Britain  well-deferving  equal  praife, 
Parent  of  heroes  too  in  better  days. 
Why  fhould  I  try  her  numerous  fons  to  name 
By  verfe,  law,  eloquence,  confign'd  to  fame  ? 
Or  who  have  forc'd  fair  Science  into  fight 
Long  loft  in  darknefs,  and  afraid  of  light  ? 
O'er  all  fuperior,  like  the  folar  ray, 
Firil  Bacon  ufher'd  in  the  dawning  day, 
And  drove  the  mifts  of  fophiftry  away ; 
Pervaded  nature  with  amazing  force, 
Following  experience  flill  throughout  his  courfe, 
And  finiming  at  length  his  deftin'd  way, 
To  Nnvton  he  bequeathed  the  radiant  lamp  of  day. 

Illuftrious  fouls !  if  any  tender  cares 
Affect  angelic  breafts  for  man's  affairs, 
If  in  your  preferit  happy  heav'nly  date, 
You're  not  regardlefs  quite  of  Britain'*  fate, 
Let  this  degen'rate  land  again  be  bleit 
With  that  true  vigour,  which  me  once  poflefl ; 
Compel  us  to  urifoltl  our  flumb'ring  eyes, 
And  to  our  ancient  dignity  to  rife. 
Such  wond'rous  powers  as  thefe  muft  fure  be  given 
For  mofl  important  purpofes  by  heaven ; 


WhQ 


Who  bids  thele  ilars  as  bright  examples 
Befprinkled  thinly  by  the  hand  divine, 
To  form  to  virtue  each  degenerate  time, 
And  point  out  to  the  foul  its  origin  lublime. 
That  there's  a  felf  which  after  death  mail  live, 
All  are  concern'd  about,  and  all  believe j 
That  fomething*s  ours,  when  we  from  life  depart, 
This  all  conceive,  all  teel  it  at  the  heart  > 
The  wife  of  learnM  antiquity  proclaim 
This  truth,  the  public  voice  declares  the  fame ; 
No  land  fo  rude  but  looks  beyorfd  the  tomb 
For  future  profpecls  in  a  world  to  come, 
Hence,  without  hopes  to  be  in  life  repaid, 
We  plant  flow  oaks  pofterity  to  fliade ; 
And  hence  vaft  pyramids  afpiring  high 
Lift  their  proud  heads  aloft,  and  time  defy* 
Hence  is  our  love  of  fame,  a  love  fo  flrong, 
.  We  think  no  dangers  great,  or  labours  long, 
By  which  we  hope  our.  beings  to  extend, 
And  to  remoteft  times  in  glory  to  defcend. 

For  fame  the  wretch  beneath  the  gallows  lies, 
Difowning  every  crime  for  which  he  dies ; 
Of  life  profufe,  tenacious  of  a  name, 
Fearlefs  of  death,  and  yet  afraid  of  ihame* 
Nature  has  wove  into  the  human  mind 
This  anxious  care  for  names  we  leave  behind, 
T*  extend  our  narrow  views  beyond  the  tomb, 
And  give  an  earneft  of  a  life  to  come  i 

For,. 
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F6f,  if  when  dead  we  are  but  duft  or  clay, 
Why  think  of  what  poflerity  {hall  fay  ? 
Her  praife  or  cenfure  cannot  us  concern, 
Nor  ever  penetrate  the  filent  urn. 

What  mean  the  nodding  plumes,  the  funVal  train, 
And  marble  monument  that  fpeaks  in  vain, 
With  all  thofe  cares,  which  every  nation  pays 
To  their  unfeeling  dead  in  different  ways ! 
Some  in  the  flower-ftrewn  grave  the  corpfe  have  lay'd, 
And  annual  obfequies  around  it  pay'd, 
As  if  to  pleafe  the  poor  departed  made ; 
Others  on  blazing  piles  the  body  burn, 
And  {lore  their  aflies  in  the  faithful  urn : 
But  all  in  one  great  principle  agree 
To  give  a  fancy 'd  immortality. 
Why  mould  I  mention  thofe,  whofe  ouzy  foiJ 
Is  render'd  fertile  by  th*  o'erflowing  Nile? 
Their  dead  they  bury  not,  nor  burn  with  fires^ 
No  graves  they  dig,  erect  no  fun'ral  pires ; 
But,  warning  firft  th'  embowel'd  body  clean, 
Gums,  fpice,  and  melted  pitch,  they  pour  within 
Then  with  {Irong  fillets  bind  it  round  and  round, 
To  make  each  flaccid  part  compact,  and  found  $ 
And  laftly  paint  the  varninYd  furface  o'er 
With  the  fame  features  which  in  life  it  wore : 
So  flrong  their  prefage  of  a  future  (late, 
And  that  our  nobler  part  furvives  the  body's  fate. 

VOL.  VI.  F  Nations 
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Who  bids  theft  ihrs  as  bright  examples  fhinA 
Befprinkled  thinly  ty  the  hand  divine, 
To  form  to  virtue  each  degenerate  time, 
And  point  out  to  the  foul  its  origin  fublime. 
That  there's  a  felf  which  after  death  {hall  live, 
All  are  concern'd  about,  and  all  believe  ,• 
That  fomething*s  ours,  when  we  from  life  depart, 
This  all  conceive,  all  feel  it  at  the  heart  > 
The  wife  of  learnM  antiquity  proclaim 
This  truth,  the  public  voice  declares  the  fame ; 
No  land  fo  rude  but  looks  beyond  the  tomb 
For  future  profpe&s  in  a  world  to  come, 
Hence,  without  hopes  to  be  in  life  repaid, 
We  plant  flow  oaks  poflerity  to  made ; 
And  hence  vaft  pyramids  afpiring  high 
Lift  their  proud  heads  aloft,  and  time  defy* 
Hence  is  our  love  of  fame,  a  love  fo  flrong, 
We  think  no  dangers  great,  or  labours  long, 
By  which  we  hope  our.  beings  to  extend, 
And  to  remoteft  times  in  glory  to  defcend. 

For  fame  the  wretch  beneath  the  gallows  lies, 
Difowning  every  crime  for  which  he  dies ; 
Of  life  profufe,  tenacious  of  a  name, 
Fearlefs  of  death,  and  yet  afraid  of  fliame. 
Nature  has  wove  into  the  human  mind 
This  anxious  care  for  names  we  leave  behind, 
T*  extend  our  narrow  views  beyond  the  tomb, 
And  give  an  earneft  of  a  life  to  come : 

For, 
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F&r,  if  when  dead  we  are  but  duft  or  clay, 
Why  think  of  what  pofterity  mail  fay  ? 
Her  praife  or  cenfure  cannot  us  concern, 
Nor  ever  penetrate  the  ulent  urn. 

What  mean  the  nodding  plumes,  the  fun'ral  train, 
And  marble  monument  that  fpeaks  in  vain, 
With  all  thofe  cares,  which  every  nation  pays 
To  their  unfeeling  dead  in  diff'rent  ways  ! 
Some  in  the  flower-ftrewn  grave  the  corpfe  have  lay'd, 
And  annual  obfequies  around  it  pay'd, 
As  if  to  pleafe  the  poor  departed  made ; 
Others  on  blazing  piles  the  body  burn, 
And  ftore  their  aflies  in  the  faithful  urn ; 
But  all  in  one  great  principle  agree 
To  give  a  fancy'd  immortality. 
Why  mould  I  mention  thofe,  whofe  ouzy  foij 
Is  render'd  fertile  by  th*  o'erilowing  Nile? 
Their  dead  they  bury  not,  nor  burn  with  fires^ 
No  graves  they  dig,  erect  no  fun'ral  pires ; 
But,  wafliing  firft  th'  embowel'd  body  clean, 
Gums,  fpice,  and  melted  pitch,  they  pour  within 
Then  with  ftrong  fillets  bind  it  round  and  round, 
To  make  each  flaccid  part  compact,  and  found  j 
And  laftly  paint  the  varnifh'd  furface  o'er 
With  the  fame  features  which  in  life  it  wore : 
So  ftrong  their  prefage  of  a  future  ftate, 
And  that  our  nobler  part  furvives  the  body's  fate. 
VOL.  VI.  F  Nations 
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Nations  behold  remote  from  reafon's  beanis,- 
Where  Indian  Ganges  rolls  his  fandy  itreams, 
Of  life  impatient,  rufh  into  the  fire, 
And  willing  victims  to  their  Gods  empire! 
Periuaded  the  loofe  foul  to  regions  iiies 
Blell  with  eternal  fpring,  and  cloudlefs  Ikies. 

Nor  is  lets  fair/ci  the  oriental  wife 
For  tfedfift  virtue,  and  contempt  of  life: 
Thele  heroines  mourn  not  with  loud  female  cries 
Their  hufoands  loll,  or  with  o'erflowing  eyes ; 
But,,  ftrange  to  tell!  their  funeral  piles  aicend, 
And  in  the  fame  fad  flames  their  forrows  end ; 
In  hopes  with  them  beneath  the  mades  to  rove,, 
And  there  renew  their  interrupted  love. 

In  climes  where  Boreas  breathes  eternal  cold, 
See  numerous  nations,  warlike,  fierce,  and  bold, 
To  battle  all  unanimoufly  run, 
Nor  fire,  nor  fword,  nor  iniiant  death  they  fhun. 
Whence  this  diidain  of  life  in  every  breaft,  > 

But  from  a  notion  on  their  minds  impreft,  V 

That  aH,  who  for  their  country  die,  are  bleft  ?  J 

Add  too  to  theie  the  once  prevailing  dreams 
Of  iweet  Etyfan  groves,  and  Stygian  flreams  : 
All  (liew  with  what  confent  mankind  agree 
In  the  firm  hope  of  Immortality. 
Grant  thefe  th'  inventions  of  the  crafty  prieft  j 
Yet  iuch  inventions  never  couUJ  fubilil, 

I  JJnlefs- 
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tlnlefs  fome  glimmerings  of  a  future  Hate 
Were  with  the  mind  coaeval,  and  innate  : 
For  every  fittion,  which  can  long  perfuade, 
In  truth  muft  have  its  firft  foundations  laid. 

Becaufe  we  are  unable  to  conceive, 
How  unembodied  fouls  can  act,  and  live, 
The  vulgar  give  them  forms,  and  limbs,  and  facea, 
And  habitations  in  peculiar  places ; 
Hence  reafoners  more  refin'd,  but  not  more  wife, 
Struck  with  the  glare  of  fuch  abfurdities, 
Their  whole  exiftence  fabulous  fufpedtj 
And  truth  and  falihood  iii  a  lump  rejedl ; 
Too  indolent  to  learn  what  may  be  known, 
Or  elfe  too  proud  that  ignorance  to  own. 
For  hard's  the  talk  the  daubing  to  pervade 
Folly  and  fraud  on  Truth's  fair  form  have  laid  ; 
Yet  let  that  talk  be  ours ;  for  great  the  prize ;  •* 

Nor  let  us  Truth's  celeflial  charms  defpife,  > 

Becaufe  that  priefts,  or  poets,  may  difguife. 

That  there's  a  God,  from  Nature's  voice  is  clear : 
And  yet  what  errors  to  this  truth  adhere  ! 
How  have  the  fears  and  follies  of  mankind 
Now  multiply 'd  their  Gods,  and  now  fubjoin'd 
To  each  the  frailties  of  the  human  mind  ! 
Nay,  fuperilition  fpread  at  length  fo  wide, 
Beafts,  birds,  and  onions  too  were  deify'd* 

Th'  Athenian  fage,  revolving  in  his  mind 
This  weaknefs,  blindnefs,  madnefs  of  mankind, 

F  2  Foretold, 
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Fbretold,  that  in  maturer  days,  though  late, 
When  time  Ihould  ripen  the  decrees  of  Fate, 
Some  God  would  light  Us,  like  the  riling  day, 
Through  error's  maze,  and  chafe  thefe  clouds  away. 
Long  (ince  has  time  fulfilPd  this  great  decree, 
And  brought  us  aid  from  this  Divinity. 

Well  worth  our  fearch  difcoveries  may  be  made 
By  Nature,  void  of  the  celeftial  aid : 
Let's  try  what  her  conjectures  then  can  reach  ; 
Nor  fcorn  plain  Reafon,  when  me  deigns  to  teach. 

That  mind  and  body  often  fympathize 
Is  plain ;  fuch  is  this  union  Nature  ties : 
But  then  as  often  too  they  difagree ; 
Which  proves  the  foul's  fuperior  progeny. 
Sometimes  the  body  in  full  ilrength  we  find, 
Whilft  various  ails  debilitate  the  mind ; 
At  others,  "vvhilft  the  mind  its  force  retains, 
The  body  links  with  ficknefs  and  with  pains : 
Kow  did  one  common  fate  their  beings  end, 
Alike  they'd  ficken,  and  alike  they'd  mend. 
But  fure  experience,  on  the  flighteft  view, 
Shews  us,  that  the  reverfe  of  this  is  true; 
For  when  the  body  oft  expiring  lies, 
Its  limbs  quite  fenfelefs,  and  half  clos'd  its  eyes,. 
The  mind  new  force  and  eloquence  acquires, 
And  with  prophetic  voice  the  dying  lips  infpires, 

Of  like  materials  were  they  both  compos'd, 
How  comes  it,  that  the  mind,  when  fleep  has  clos'd 

Each 


Each  avenue  of  fenfe,  expatiates  wide, 
Her  liberty  reftor'd,  her  bonds  unty'd  ? 
And  like  fome  bird  who  from  its  prifon  flies, 
Claps  her  exulting  wings,  and  mounts  the  Ikies;  __ 

Grant  that  corporeal  is  the  human  mind,    t   . 
It  muft  have  parts  in  infinitum  join'd ; 
And  each  of  thefe  muft  will,  perceive,  delign, 
And  draw  confus'dly  in  a  different  line  j 
Which  then  can  claim  dominion  o'er  the  reft, 
Or  ftamp  the  ruling  paffion  in  the  breaft  ? 

Perhaps  the  mind  is  form'd  by  various  arts 
Of  modelling,  and  figuring  thefe  parts ; 
Juft  as  if  circles  wifer  were  than  Iquares ; 
But  furely  common  fenfe  aloud  declares 
That  lite  and  figure  are  as  foreign  quite 
From  mental  powers,  as  colours  black  or  white. 

Allow  that  motion  is  the  caufe  of  thought, 
With  what  ftrange  powers  muft  motion  then  be  fraught  ? 
Reafon,  fenfe,  fcience,  muft  derive  their  fource 
From  the  wheel's  rapid  whirl,  or  pully's  force ; 
Tops  whipp'd  by  fchool-boys  fages  muft  commence, 
Their  hoops,  like  them,  be  cudgel'd  into  fenfe, 
And  boiling  pots  o'erflow  with  eloquence. 
Whence  can  this  very  motion  take  its  birth  ? 
Not  fure  from  matter,  from  dull  clods  of  earth; 
But  from  a  living  fpirit  lodg'd  within, 
Which  governs  all  the  bodily  machine : 

F  3  Juft 
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Jiut  as  th*  Almighty  lTniverfal  Soul 
Informs,  directs,  and  animates  the  '.vhcle. 

Ceale  then  to  wonder  how  th'  immortal  mind 
Can  live,  when  from  the  body  quite  disjoin'd; 
But  rather  wonder,  if  me  e'er  could  die, 
So  fram'd,  fo  fafhion'd  for  eternity  ; 
Self-mov'd,  not  form'd  of  parts  tog.-ther  ty'd, 
Which  time  can  diffipate,  and  force  divide; 
For  beings  of  this  make  can  never  die, 
\Vhofe  powers  within  themielves,  and  their  own  eflence  lie. 

If  to  conceive  how  any  thing  can  be 
From  fhape  abftracled  and  locality 
IP  hard;  what  think  you  of  the  Deity  ? 
His  Being  not  the  leaft  relation  bears, 
As  far  as  to  the  human  mind  appears, 
To  {hape,  or  iize,  fimilitude  or  place, 
Cloath'd  in  no  form,  and  bounded  by  no  fpace. 
Such  then  is  God,  a  Spirit  pure  refin'd 
From  all  material  drofs,  and  fuch  the  human  mind* 
For  in  what  part  of  efienee  can  we  fee 
More  certain  marks  of  Immortality  ? 
£v'n  from  this  dark  confinement  with  delight 
She  looks  abroad,  and  prunes  herfelf  for  flight ; 
Like  an  unwilling  inmate,  longs  to  roam 
From  this  dull  earth,  and  feek  her  native  home, 

Go  then,  forgetful  of  its  toil  and  ftrife, 
Purfue  the  joys  of  this  fallacious  life; 

Like 


Like  fome  poor  fly,  who  lives  but  for  a  day, 

Sip  the  frefh  dews,  and  in  the  funfhine  play, 

And  into  nothing  then  uiflblve  away. 

Are  thefe  our  great  purfuits  ?   is  this  to  live  ? 

Thefe  all  the  hopes  this  much-lov'd  world  can  give  ? 

How  much  more  worthy  envy  is  their  fate, 

Who  fearch  for  truth  in  a  fuperior  flate ! 

Not  groping  ftep  by  Hep,  as  we  purfue, 

And  following  reafon's  much-entangled  clue, 

But  with  one  great,  and  inilantaneous  view. 

But  how  can  fenfe  remain,  perhaps  you'll  fay, 
Corporeal  organs  if  we  take  away, 
Since  it  from  them  proceeds,  and  with  them  muft  decay: 
Why  not  ?  or  why  may  not  the  foul  receite 
New  organs, •  fince  ev'n  art  can  thefe  retrieve? 
The  filver  trumpet  aids  th*  obftru&ed  ear, 
And  optic  glafles  the  dim  eye  can  clear; 
Thefe  in  mankind  new  faculties  create, 
And  lift  him  far  above  his  native  ftate; 
Call  down  revolving  planets  from  the  Iky, 
Earth's  fecret  treafures  open  to  his  eye, 
The  whole  minute  creation  make  his  own, 
With  all  the  wonders  of  a  world  unknown. 

How  could  the  mind,  did  me  alone  depend 
On  fenie,  the  errors  of  thofe  fenfes  mend ! 
Yet  oft'  we  fee  thofe  fenfes  flic  corrects, 
And  oft'  their  information  quite  rejects, 
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In  diftances  of  thing?,  their  lhapes  and  #ze. 
Our  reafon  judges  better  than  our  eyes. 
Declares  not  this  the  foul's  pre-eminence 
Superior  to,  and  quite  ciiitinct  from  fenfe? 
For  fure  'tis  likely,  that,  iince  now  io  high 
Clogg'd  and  unficdg'd  foe  dares  her  wir^gs  to  try, 
Loos'd,  and  mature,  flie  fhall  her  flrength  difplay, 
And  {bar  at  length  to  Truth's  refulgent  ray. 

Inquire  you  how  thefe  powers  we  fliall  attain  £ 
'Tis  not  for  us  to  know;  our  fcarch  is  yajijft 
Can  any  now  remember  or  relate 
How  he  exited  in  the  embryo  ftate? 
Or  one  from  birth  infeniible  of  day 
Conceive  ideas  of  the  folar  ray  ? 
That  light's  deny'd  to  him,  which  others  fee, 
Ke  knowSj  perhaps  you'll  fay — and  fo  do  we. 

The  mind  contemplative  finds  nothing  here 
On  earth,  that's  worthy  of  a  wifh  or  fear: 
He,  whofe  fublime  purfuit  is  God  and  truth, 
Burns,  like  fome  abfent  and  impatient  youth, 
To  join  the  object  of  his  warm  dciires, 
Thence  to  fequeiier'd  ihacies  and  ftreams  retires, 
And  there  delights  his  palTion  to  rehearfe 
In  wifdom's  facred  voice,  or  in  harmonious  verfe. 

To  me  moil  happy  therefore  he  appears, 
Who  having  once,  unmov'd  by  hopes  or  fears, 
Burvey'd  this  fun,  earth,  ocean,  clouds,  and  flame, 
W^it  fatisfy'd  returns  frcm  whence  he  came. 

Is 


Is  life  a  hundred  years,  or  e'er  fo  few, 

?Tis  repetition  all,  and  nothing  new  j 

A  fair,  where  thoufands  meet,  but  none  can  flay, 

An  inn,  where  travellers  bait,  then  poil  away ; 

A  fea,  where  man  perpetually  is  tofr, 

Now  plung'd  in  bus'nefs,  now  in  trifles  loft; 

Who  leave  it  firft,  the  peaceful  port  firft  gain ; 

Hold  then  !  no  farther  launch  into  the  main : 

Contra&  your  fails ;  life  nothing  can  bellow 

By  long  continuance,  but  continued  woe, 

The  wretched  privilege  daily  to  deplore 

The  funerals  of  our  friends,  who  go  before; 

Difeafes,  pains,  anxieties,  and  cares, 

And  age  furrounded  with  a  thoufand  mares. 

But  whither  hurry'd  by  a  generous  fcorn 
Of  this  vain  world  ?  ah  !   whither  am  I  borne  ? 
Let  none  unbid  th*  Almighty's  ftandard  quit: 
Howe'er  fevere  our  poft ,  we  muft  fubmit. 

Could  I  a  firm  periuaiion  once  attain 
That  after  death  no  being  would  remain  ; 
To  thofe  dark  fhades  I'd  willingly  defcend,    * 
Where  all  mud  deep,  this  drama  at  an  end : 
Nor  life  accept,  although  renew 'd  by  Fate 
Ev'n  from  its  earliefl  and  its  happieft  itate. 

Might  I  from  Fortune's  bounteous  hand  receive 
Each  boon,  each  bleffing  in  her  power  to  give, 
Genius,  and  fcience,  morals,  and  good  fenfe, 
Unenvy'd  honours,  wit,  and  eloquence, 

A  numerous 
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A  numerous  offspring  to  the  world  well  known, 
Both  for  paternal  virtues  and  their  own  ; 
Ev'n  at  this  mighty  price  I'd  not  be  bound 
To  tread  the  fame  dull  circle  round  and  round; 
The  foul  requires  enjoyments  more  fublime, 
By  ipace  unbounded,  undeitroy'd  by  time. 

BOOK        II. 

GO  D  then  through  all  creation  gives,  we  find, 
Sufficient  marks  of  an  indulgent  mind, 
Excepting  in  ourfelves ;  ourfelves  of  all 
His  works  the  chief  on  this  terreftrial  ball, 
His  own  bright  image,  who  alone  unblefl 
Feel  ills  perpetual,  happy  all  the  reft. 
But  hold,  prefumptuous !  charge  not  heav'n's  decree 
With  fuch  injustice,  fuch  partiality. 

Yet  true  it  is,  furvey  we  life  around, 
Whole  holts  of  ills  on  every  fide  are  found ; 
Who  wound  not  here  and  there  by  chance  a  foe, 
But  at  the  fpecies  meditate  the  blow. 
What  millions  perifli  by  each  others  hands 
In  war's  fierce  rage  \  or  by  the  dread  commands 
Of  tyrants  languifh  out  their  lives  in  chains, 
Or  lofe  them  in  variety  of  pains ! 
What  numbers  pinch 'd  by  want  and  hunger  die, 
In  fpite  of  Nature's  liberality  ! 
(Thofe,  ftill  more  numerous,  I  to  name  difdain, 
By  lewdnefs  and  intemperance  juflly  flain !) 

What 
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What  numbers,  guiltlefs  of  their  own  difeafe, 

Are  fnatch'd  by  fuddea  deach,  or  wafte  by  flow  degrees! 

Where  then  is  Virtue's  well-deferv'd  reward  I— 
Let's  pay  to  Virtue  every  due  regard : 
That  ihe  enables  man,  let  us  confefs, 
To  bear  thofe  evils,  which  flie  can't  redrefs ; 
Gives  hope,  and  confcious  peace,  and  can  aflcage 
Th'  impetuous  tempefts  both  of  lull  and  rage ; 
Yet  (lie's  a  guard  fo  far  from  being  fure, 
That  oft  her  friends  peculiar  ills  endure : 
Where  Vice  prevails  fevereft  is  their  fate, 
Tyrants  purfue  them  with  a  three-fold  hate. 
How  many,  ftruggling  in  their  country's  caufe, 
And  from  their  country  meriting  applaufe, 
Have  fall'n  by  wretches  fond  to  be  inflav'd, 
And  perifh'd  by  the  hands  themfelves  had  favM ! 

Soon  as  Superior  worth  appears  in  view, 
See  knaves  and  fools  united  to  purfue! 
The  man  fo  formM  they  all  confpire  to  blame, 
And  Envy's  pois'rious  tooth  attacks  his  fame; 
Should  he  at  length,  fo  truly  good  and  great, 
Prevail,  and  rule  with  honed  views  the  ftate, 
Then  mult  he  toil  for  an  ungrateful  race, 
Submit  to  clamor,  libels,  and  difgrace  ; 
Threaten'd,  oppos'd,  defeated  m  his  ends, 
By  foes  feditious,  and  afpiring  friends. 
Hear  this,  and  tremble !  all  who  would  be  great, 
Yet  know  not  what  attends  that  dang'rous  wretched  date. 

Is 
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Is  private  life  from  all  thefe  evils  free  ? 
Vice  of  alt  kinds,  rage,  envy,  there  we  fee, 
Peceit,  that  Friendihip's  maik  infidious  wears, 
Quarrels  and  feuds,  and  law's  intangling  fnares. 

But  there  are  pleafures  iliil  in  human  life, 
Domeftic  eafe,    a  tender  loving  wife, 
Children,  whofe  dawning  fmiks  your  heart  engage, 
The  grace  and  comfort  of  ioft-ftealing  age. 

Jf  happinefs  exifts,  'tis  furely  here 

But  are  thefe  joys  exempt  from  care  and  fear  ? 
Need  I  the  miferies  of  that  Hate  declare, 
When  different  paffions  draw  the  wedded  pair? 
Or  fay  how  hard  thofe  paffions  to  difcern, 
Ere  the  dye's  caft,  and  'tis  too  late  to  learn  ? 
Who  can  infure,  that  what  is  right,  and  good, 
Thefe  children  (hall  purfue?  or,  if  they  fhou'd, 
Death  comes*  when  lead  you  fesr  fo  black  a  day, 
And  all  your  blooming  hopes  are  fnatch'd  away. 

We  fay  not,  that  thefe  ills  from  virtue  flow : 
Pid  her  wife  precepts  rule  the  world,  we  know 
The  golden  ages  would  again  begin, 
But  'tis  our  lot  in  this  to  fuffer,  and  to  fin. 

Obferving  this,  fome  fages  have  decreed 
That  all  things  from  two  caufes  muft  proceed: 
Two  principles  with  equal  power  endued, 
This  wholly  evil,  that  fupremely  good. 
From  this  arife  the  miferies  we  endure, 
Whilit  that  adminifters  a  friendly  cure. 

Hence 
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Hence  life  is  chequerM  ftill  with  blifs  and  woe  ; 
Hence  tares  with  golden  crops  promifcuous  grow; 
And  poifonous  ferpents  make  their  dread  repofe 
Beneath  the  covert  of  the  fragrant  rofe. 

Can  fuch  a  fyftem  fatisfy  the  mind? 
Are  both  thefe  Gods  in  equal  power  eonjoinM, 
Or  one  fuperior?  Equal  if  you  fay, 
Chaos  returns,  fmce  neither  will  obey. 
Is  one  fuperior  ?  good  or  ill  rnuft  reign, 
Eternal  joy,  or  everlafting  pain. 
Whiche'er  is  conquerM  muft  entirely  yield, 
And  the  victorious  God  enjoy  the  field. 
Hence  with  thefe  fictions  of  the  Magfs  brain ! 
Hence  ouzy  Nile^  with  all  her  monftrous  train ! 

Or  comes  the  Stoic  nearer  to  the  right  ? 
He  holds,  that  whatibever  yields  delight, 
Wealth,  fame,  externals  all,  are  ufelefs  things; 
Himfelf  half-ftarving  happier  far  than  kings. 
'Tis  fine  indeed  to  be  fo  wond'rous  wife! 
By  the  fame  reas'ning  too  he  pain  denies ; 
Roaft  him,  or  flay  him,  break  him  on  the  wheel, 
Retract  he  will  not,  though  he  can't  but  feel : 
Pain's  not  an  ill,  he  utters  with  a  groan; 
What  then  ?  an  inconvenience  'tis,  he'll  own. 
What  vigour,  health,  and  beauty?  are  thefe  goodf 
No  :  they  may  be  accepted,  not  purfued : 
Abfurd  to  fquabbie  thus  about  a  name, 
Quibbling  with  dift'rent  words  that  mean  the  fame. 

Stoic, 
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Stoic,  were  you  not  framM  of  flefh  and  blood, 

You  might  be  bleit  without  external  good; 

But  know,  be  ieif-fufficient  as  you  can, 

You  are  not  fpirit  quite,  but  frail  and  mortal  man* 

But  fince  tiiele  fages,  io  abfurdly  wife, 
Vainly  pretend  enjoyments  to  deipifc, 
Becaufe  externals,  and  in  Fortune's  power, 
Now  mine,  now  thine,  the  bleifings  of  an  hour; 
Why  value  then  that  ftrength  of  mind,  they  boalt 
As  often  varying,  and  as  quickly  loll.? 
A  head-ach  hurts  it,  or  a  rainy  day, 
And  a  flow  fever  wipes  it  quite  away. 

See  aone  whofe  councils,  one  b  whole  conquering  hand 
Once  iav'd  Britannia's  almoft  finking  land  : 
Examples  of  the  mind's  extenfiva-power, 
Examples  too  how  quickly  fades  that  flower. 
c  Him  let  me  add,  whom  late  we  faw  excel 
In  each  politer  kind  of  writing  well; 
Whether  he  ftrove  our  follies  to  expofe 
In  eafy  verfe,  or  droll  and  hum'rous  profe ; 
Few  years,  alas  I  compel  his  throne  to  quit 
This  mighty  monarch  o'er  the  realms  of  wit,- 
See  felf-furviving  he's  an  idiot  grown ! 
A  melancholy  proof  our  parts  are  not  our  own* 

Thy  tenets,  Stoic,  yet  we  may  forgive, 
If  in  a  future  ftate  we  ceafe  to  live. 

»  Lord  Somrrs.  *  Duke  of  Mailburoisghk  c  Dean  Swiff. 

For 
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Fof  here  the  virtuous  fuffer  much,  'tis  plain; 
If  pain  is  evil,  this  muft  God  arraign  ; 
And  on  this  principle  confefs  we  mult, 
Pain  can  no  evil  be,  or  God  mult  be  unjuih 

Blind  man !  whofe  reafon  fuch  flrait  bounds  confine, 
That  ere  it  touches  truth's  extremeft  line, 
It  llops  amaz'd,  and  quits  the  great  deiign. 
Own  you  not,  Stoic,  God  is  juil  and  true  ? 
Dare  to  proceed  ;  fecure  this  path  purfue : 
'Twill  fbon  conduct  you  far  beyond  the  tomb, 
To  future  juftice,  and  a  life  to  come. 
This  path,  you  fay,  is  hid  in  endlefs  night, 
*Tis  felf-conceit  alone  obftruclts  your  fight; 
You  flop,  ere  half  your  deitin'd  courfe  is  run, 
And  triumph,  when  the  conqueft  is  not  won; 
By  this  the  Sophifts  were  of  old  milled  : 
See  what  a  monftrous  race  from  one  miftake  is  bred! 

Hear  then  my  argument; — confefs  we  mult, 
A  God  there  isy  fupremely  wife  and  juil : 
If  fo,  however  things  affect  our  fight, 
As  fmgs  our  bard  d,  whatever  is,  is  riglit. 
But  is  it  right,  what  here  fo  oft  appears, 
That  vice  mould  triumph,  virtue  fink  in  tears? 
The  inference  then,  that  clofes  this  debate, 
Is,  that  there  muii  exift  a  future  (late. 
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The  wife,  extending  their  inquiries  wide, 

See  how  both  ftates  are  by  connexion  ty'd ; 

Fools  view  but  part,  and  not  the  whole  lurvey, 

So  crowd  exigence  all  into  a  day. 

Hence  are  they  led  to  hope,  but  hope  in  vain, 

That  Juflice  never  will  refume  her  reign  ; 

On  this  vain  hope  adulterers,  thieves  rely, 

And  to  this  altar  vile  aflaffins  fly. 

*'  But  rules  not  God  by  general  laws  divine? 

"  Man's  vice,  or  virtues,  change  not  the  deiign." 

What  laws  are  thele  ?  inftru&  us  if  you  can: — 

There's  pne  defign'd  for  brutes,  and  one  for  man : 

Another  guides  inactive  matter's  courfe, 

Attracting,  and  attracted  by  its  force: 

Hence  mutual  gravity  fubftils  between 

Far  diftant  worlds,  and  ties  the  vafl  machine. 

The  laws  of  life  why  need  I  call  to  mind, 
Obey'd  by  birds,  and  beafts  of  every  kind; 
By  all  the  iandy  defart's  favage  brood, 
And  all  the  num'rous  offspring  of  the  flood ; 
Of  thefe  none  uncontrolled  and  lawlefs  rove, 
But  to  fome  deftin'd  end  fpontaneous  move. 
Led  by  that  inftincl:,  heav'n  itfelf  infpires, 
Or  fo  much  reafon,  as  their  ftate  requires; 
See  all  with  {kill  acquire  their  daily  food, 
All  ufe  thofe  arms,  which  Nature  has  beflow'd ; 
Produce  their  tender  progeny,  and  feed 
With  care  parental,  whilfl  that  care  they  need! 
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tn  thcfe  lov'd  offices  compleatly  bleft, 

No  hopes  beyond  them,  nor  vain  fears  moleft. 

Man  o'er  a  wider  field  extends  his  views; 
God  through  the  wonders  of  his  works  purfues  j 
Exploring  thence  his  attributes  ajid  laws, 
Adores,  loves,  imitates  th'  Eternal  Caufe; 
For  fure  in  nothing  we  approach  fo  nigh 
The  great  example  of  divinity, 
As  in  benevolence" :  the  patriot's  foul 
Knows  not  felf-center'd  for  itfelf  to  roll, 
But  warms,  enlightens,  animates  the  whole : 
Its  mighty  orb  embraces  firft  his  friends, 
His  country  next,  then  man;  nor  here  it  ends^ 
But  to  the  meaneft  animal  defcends. 

Wife  Nature  has  this  focial  law  confirmed, 
By  forming  man  fo  helplefs,  and  unarm'd  ; 
His  want  of  others*  aid,  and  power  of  ipeech 
T*  implore  that  aid,  this  letTon  daily  teach. 
Mankind  with  other  animals  compare, 
Single  how  weak  and  impotent  they  art! 
But,  view  them  in  their  complicated  ftate, 
Their  powers  how  wond'rous,  and  their  ftrength  how  great, 
When  focial  virtue  individuals  joins, 
And  in  one  folld  mafs,  like  gravity  combines  I 
This  then's  the  firtt  great  law  by  Nature  giv'n, 
Stamp'd  on  our  fouls,  and  ratify'd  by  Hetv'nj 
All  from  utility  this  law  approve, 
As  every  private  blifs  mult  fpring  from  focial  love* 
VOL.  VI.  G  Why 
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Why  deviate  then  fo  many  from  this  la#  > 
See  patfions,  cuftom,  vice,  and  folly  draw  f 
Survey  the  rolling  globe  from  Eaft  to  Weft, 
How  few,  alas !  how  very  few  are  blelt ! 
Benesrth  the  frozen  poles,  and  burning  line, 
What  poverty  and  indolence  combine, 
To  cloud  with  Error's  mifts  the  human  mind! 
No  trace  of  man  but  in  the  form  we  find. 

And  are  we  free  from  error,  and  diftrefs, 
Whom  Heav'n  with  clearer  light  has  pleas'd  to  blefs  ? 
Whom  true  religion  leads  ?  (for  me  but  leads 
By  foft  perfuafion,  not  by  force  proceeds ; ) 
Behold  how  we  avoid  this  radiant  fun  ! 
This  prdffer'd  guide  how  obftinately  fhun, 
And  after  Sophiftry's  vain  fyftems  run ! 
For  thefe  as  for  eflentials  we  engage 
In  wars,  and  maflacres,  with  holy  rage ; 
Brothers  by  brothers'  impious  hands  are  flair*. 
Miftaken  zeal,  how  favage  is  thy  reign  ! 

Unpunilh'd  vices  here  fo  much  abound, 
All  right  and  wrong,  all  order  they  confound ; 
Thefe  are  the  giants,  who  the  gods  defy, 
And  mountains  heap  on  mountain*  to  the  Iky. 
Sees  this  th'  Almighty  Judge,  or  feeing  fpares, 
And  deems  the  crimes  of  man  beneath  his  cares  ? 
He  fees  ;  and  will  at  laft  rewards  beftow, 
And  punimments,  not  lefs  afliu'd  for  being  How* 

7  Not 
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Nor  doubt  I,  though  this  ftate  confus'd  appears, 
that  ev'n  in  this  God  fometimes  interferes : 
Sometimes,  left  man  mould  quite  his  power  diibwn, 
He  makes  that  pow'r  to  trembling  nations  known  :- 
But  rarely  this ;  not  for  each  vulgar  end, 
As  Superftition's  idle  tales  pretend, 
Who  thinks  all  foes  to  God,  who  are  her  own, 
t)iredh  his  thunder,  and  ufurps  his  throne. 

Nor  know  I  not,  how  much  a  confcious  mind 
Avails  to  punim,  cr  reward  mankind  ; 
Ev'n  in  this  life  thoiij  impious  wretch,  muft  feel 
The  Fury's  fcourgos,  and  th*  infernal  wheel  j 
From  man's  tribunal,  though  thou  hop' ft  to  run, 
Thyfelf  thou  canft  not,  nor  thy  confcience  (him: 
What  muft  thou  fufter,  when  each  dire  difeaie, 
The  progeny  of  vice,  thy  fabric  feize  ? 
Confumption,  fever,  and  the  racking  pain 
Offpafms,  and  gout,  and  ftone,  a  frightful  train! 
When  life  new  tortures  can  alone  f apply, 
Life  thy  fole  hope  thou'lt  hate,  yet  dread  to  die. 

Should  fuch  a  wretch  to  num'rous  years  arrive^ 
It  can  be  little  worth  his  while  to  live ; 
No  honours,  no  regards,  his  age  attend, 
Companions  fly:  he  n^'er  could  have  a  friend: 
His  flatterers  leave  him,  and  with  wild  affright 
He  looks  within,  and  fhudders  at  the  fight : 
When  threatening  Death  uplifts  his  pointed  darty 
With  what  impatience  he  applies  to  art, 

G  2  Life 
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Life  to  prolong  amidft  difeafe  and  pains ! 

Why  this,  if  after  it  no  fenfe  remains  ? 

Why  fliould  he  choofe  thefe  miferies  to  endure, 

If  Death  could  grant  an  everlafting  cure  ? 

'  Fis  plain  there's  fomething  whifpers  in  his  ear, 

(Though  fain  he'd  hide  it)  he  has  much  to  fear* 

See  the  reverfe !  how  happy  thofe  we  find, 
Who  know  by  merit  to  engage  mankind! 
Prais'd  by  each  tongue,  by  every  heart  belov'd, 
For  Virtues  praftis'd,  and  for  Arts  improv'd  : 
Their  ealy  afpefts  mine  with  fmiles  ferene, 
And  all  is  peace  and  happinefs  within  : 
Theip  deep  is  ne'er  difturb'd  by  fears,  or  ftrife, 
Norjuft,  nor  wine,  impair  the  fprings  of  life. 

Him  Fortune  cannot  fink,  nor  much  elate, 
Whofe  views  extend  beyond  this  mortal  ftate; 
By  age  when  fummon'd  to  reiign  his  breath, 
Calm,  and  ferene,  he  fees  approaching  death, 
As  the  fafe  port,  the  peaceful  lilent  fhore, 
Where  he  may  reft,  life's  tedious  voyage  o'er : 
He,  andvhe  only,  is  pf  death  afraid, 
Whom  his  own  confcience  has  a  coward  made ; 
Whilft  he,  who  Virtue's  radiant  courfe  has  run, 
Defcends  like  a  ferenely-fetting  fun : 
His  thoughts  triumphant  Heaven  alone  employs, 
And  hope  anticipates  his  future  joys* 
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So  good,  fo  blcft,  th*  illuftrious  J  Hough  we  find, 
Whofe  image  dwells  with  pleafure  on  my  mind ; 
The  Mitre's  glory,  Freedom's  conftant  friend, 
In  times  which  alk'd  a  champion  to  defend ; 
Who,  after  near  a  hundred  virtuous  years, 
His  ienfes  perfect,  free  from  pains  and  fears, 
Replete  with  lite,  with  honours,  and  with  age, 
Like  an  applauded  a&or  left  the  ftage ; 
Or  like  fome  victor  in  th5  Olympic  games, 
Who,  having  run  his  courfe,  the  crown  of  Glory  claims. 
From  this  jufl  contrail  plainly  it  appears, 
How  Confcience  can  infpire  both  hopes  and  fears : 
But  whence  proceed  thefe  hopes,  or  whence  this  dread, 
If  nothing  really  can  affect  the  dead  ? 
See  all  things  join  to  promife  and  prefage 
The  fure  arrjval  of  a  future  age ! 
Whatever  their  Ipt  is  here,  the  good  and  wife 
Nor  doat  on  life,  nor  peevifhly  defpife. 
An  honeft  nun,  when  Fortune's  ftorms  begin, 
Has  Confolation  always  fure  within  ; 
And,  if  me  fends  a  more  propitious  gale, 
He's  pleas'd,  but  not  forgetful  it  may  fail. 

Nor  fear  that  he,  who  fits  fo  loofe  to  life, 
Should  too  much  Ihun  its  labours,  and  it's  ftrife; 
And,  fcorning  wealth,  contented  to  be  mean, 
Shrink  from  the  duties  of  this  buttling  fcene; 

«i  Biihop  »f  Worcefter.    See  vol.  II.  p.  30. 
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Or,  when  his  country's  fafety  claims  his  aid, 

Avoid  the  fight,  inglorious  and  afraid : 

Who  fcorns  life  moil  mult  furely  be  moft  brave, 

And  he,  who  power  contemns,  be  leaft  a  Have  : 

Virtue  '  ill  lead  him  to  Ambition's  ends, 

And  prompt  him  to  defend  his  country,  and  fcis  friends. 

But  ftill  his  merit  you  can  not  regard, 
Who  thus  purfues  a  poithumpus  reward ; 
His  foul,  you  cry,  is  u,ncorrupt  and  great, 
Who,  quite  uninfluenc'd  by  a  future  date. 
Embraces  Virtue  from  a  nobler  ienfe 
Of  her  abitra&ed,  native  excellence, 
From  the  felf-confcious  joy  her  eflfence  brings, 
The  beauty,  fitnefs,  harmony  of  things. 
It  may  be  fo :  yet  he  deferves  applaufe, 
Who  follows  where  intfructive  Nature  draws ; 
Aims  at  rewards  by  her  indulgence  given? 
And  foars  triumphant  on  her  wings  to  Heaven, 

Say  what  this  venal  virtuous  man  .purfues, 
Xo  mean  rewards,  n*6  mercenary  views ; 
Not  wealth  ufurious,  or  a  num'rous  train, 
Not  fame  by  fraud  acquir'd,  or  title  vain  ! 
He  follows  but  where  Nature  points  the  road, 
Rifing  in  Virtue's  fchool,  till  he  afcends  to  God. 

But  we,  th'  inglorious  common  herd  of  man, 
Sail  without  compafs,  toil  without  a  plan; 
In  Fortune's  varying  ftorms  for  ever  toft, 
Shadows  purfue,  that  in  purfuit  are  loft; 

Mere 
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Mere  infants  all,  'till  life's  extreme!!  day, 
Scrambling  for  toys,  then  tolling  them  away. 
Who  refts  of  Immortality  aflur'd 
Is  fafe,  whatever  ills  are  here  endurM : 
He  hopes  not  vainly  in  a  World  like  this 
To  meet  with  pure  uninterrupted  bliis ; 
J?or  good  and  ill,  in  this  imperfect  ftatc, 
Are  ever  mix'd  by  the  decrees  of  Fate. 
With  Wifdom's  richeft  harveft  Folly  grows, 
And  baleful  hemlock  mingles  with  the  rofe; 
All  things  are  blended,  changeable,  and  vain, 
No  hope,  no  wifh,  we  perfectly  obtain ; 
God  may  perhaps  (might  human  Reaibn's  line 
Pretend  to  fathom  infinite  defigu) 
Have  thus  ordain'd  things,  that  the  reftlefs  mind 
No  happinefs  compleat  on  earth  may  find ; 
And,  by  this  friendly  chaftifement  made  wife, 
To  Heaven  her  fafeft,  beft  retreat  may  rife, 
Come  then,  fmce  now  in  fafety  we  have  paft 

Through  Error's  rocks,  and  fee  the  port  at  laft, 

Let  us  review,  and  recoiled!  the  whole. — 

Thus  i-bnds  my  argument. — The  thinking  foul 

Cannot  terreftrial  or  material  be, 

But  claims  by  Nature  Immortality : 

God,  who  created  it,  can  make  it  end, 

We  queftion  not,  but  canaot  apprehend 

He  will ;  becaufe  it  is  by  him  endued 

With  Ar°PS  Kfeas  of  all-perfect  Good, 

G  4  With 
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With  wond'rous  powers  to  know,  and  calculate 
Things  too  remote  from  this  our  earthly  ftate  ; 
With  fure  prefages  of  a  life  to  come, 
All  falfe  and  ufelefs,  if  beyond  the  tomb 
Our  beings  ceafe  :  we  therefore  can't  believe 
God  either  acts  'in  vain,  pr  can  deceive. 

If  every  rule  of  equity  demands, 
That  Vice  and  Virtue  from  th'  Almighty's  hands 
Should  due  rewards  and  punimments  receive, 
And  this  by  no  means  happens  whilft  we  live  ; 
It  follows,  that  a  time  mull:  furely  come, 
When  each  mall  meet  their  well-adjuilcd  doom; 
Then  mail  this  fcene,  which  now  to  human  fight 
Seems  fo  unworthy  Wiidom  infinite, 
A  fyflem  pf  confummate  Ikill  appear, 
And,  every  cloud  difpers'd,  be  beautiful  and  clear, 

Doubt  we  of  this!  what  folict  proof  remains, 
That  o'er  the  world  awil£  Difpofer  reigns  ? 
Whilft  all  Creation  fpeaks  a  power  divine, 
Is  it  deficient  in  the  main  defign  ? 
Not  fo  :  the  day  iliall  come,   (pretend  not  now 
Prefumptnous.to  enquire  or  when,  or  how)  — 
But  after  death  fliall  come  th'  important  day, 
When  God  to  all  his  juftice  mall  difplay  ; 
Each  action  with  impartial  eyes  regard, 
Aud  in  a  juft  proportion  punifli  and  reward* 
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THE         ARBOUR: 

AN    ODE    TO    CONTENTMENT. 
BY  MR.  THOMAS  COLE*. 

TO  thefe  lone  (hades,  where  Peace  delights  to  dwell, 
May  Fortune  oft  permit  me  to  retreat : 
Here  bid  the  world,  with  all  its  cares,  farewel, 
And  leave  its  pleafures  to  the  rich  and  great. 

Oft  as  the  fummer's  fun  (hall  cheer  this  fcene 

With  that  mild  gleam  which  points  his  parting  ray, 

Here  let  my  foul  enjoy  each  eve  ferene, 

Here  fhare  its  calm,  'till  life's  declining  day. 

No  gladfbme  image  then  fliouid  'fcape  my  fight, 
From  thefc  gay  flowers,  which  border  near  my  eye, 

To  yon  bright  cloud,  that  decks,  with  richeft  light, 
The  gilded  mantle  of  the  weftern  fky. 

With  ample  gaze  I'd  trace  that  ridge  remote, 
Where  opening  cliffs  difclofe  the  boundlefs  main; 

With  earneft  ken  from  each  low  hamlet  note 
The  fteeple's  fummit  peeping  o'er  the  plain. 

What  various  works  that  rural  lancjfcape  fill, 

Where  mingling  hedge-rows  beauteous  fields  inclofe; 

And  prudent  Culture,  with  induftrious  (kill, 

Jier  chequer'd  fcene  of  crops  and  fallows  ihows! 
3  Of  Qnrcn's  College,  Cambridge. 
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How  fhould  I  love  to  mark  that  riv'let*s  maze, 

Through  which  it  works  its  untaught  courfe  along  j 

Whilft  near  its  grafly  banks  the  herd  fhall  graze, 

And  blithfome  milkmaid  chaunt  her  thoughtlefs  fong! 

Still  would  I  note  the  (hades  of  length'ning  fheep, 
As  fcatter'd  o'er  the  hill's  ilant  brow  they  rove; 

Still  note  the  day's  laft  glimm'ring  luftre  creep 
From  off  the  verge  of  yonder  upland  grove. 

Nor  mould  my  leifure  feldom  wait  to  view 

The  flow-wing'd  rooks  in  homeward  train  fucceed; 

Nor  yet  forbear  the  fwallow  to  purfue, 

With  quicker  glance,  clofe  Ikimming  o'er  the  mead. 

But  moftly  here  mould  I  delight  t'  explore 

The  bounteous  laws  of  Nature's  myftic  power  j 

Then  mufe  on  Him  who  blefleth  all  her  (lore, 
And  give  to  folemn  thoughts  the  iober  hour. 

J-et  mirth  unenvy'd  laugh  with  proud  difdain, 
And  deem  it  fpleen  one  moment  thus  to  waftef 

If  fo  fhe  keep  far  hence  her  noify  train, 
Nor  interrupt  thofe  joys  fhe  cannot  tafte. 

far  fweeter  ftreams  fhall  flow  from  Wifdom's  fpring, 
Than  fhe  receives  from  Folly's  coftlieft  bowl ; 

And  what  delights  can  her  chief  dainties  bring, 
Like  thofe  which  feafl  the  heavenly-penfive  foul? 

Hail, 
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Hail,  Silence,  then!  be  thou  my  frequent  guefij  : 

For  thou  art  wont  my  gratitude  to  raife, 
As  high  as  wonder  can  the.  theme  fuggeil, 

Whene'er  I  meditate  my  Maker's  praife. 

What  joy  for  tutor'd  Piety  to  learn 

All  that  my  Cfrriftian  folitude  can  teach, 
Where  weak-ey'4  Reafon's  felf  may  well  difcern 

Eax;h  clearer  truth  the  goijpel  deigns  to  preach? 

No  object  here  but  may  convince  the  mind 
Of  more  than  thoughtful  honefty  mall  need; 

Nor  can  Sufpenfe  long  queftion  here  fco  find 
Sufficient  evidence  to  fix  its  creed. 

?Tis  God  that  gives  this  bower  its  aweful  gloom ; 

His  arched  verdure  does  its  roof  inyeft ; 
He  breathes  the  life  of  fragrance  on  its  bloom  ; 

And  wkh  his  kindnefs  makes  its  owner  bleit. 

ph,  may  the  guidance  of  thy  grace  attend 

The  life  of  all  thy  bounty  fliail  beftow ; 
Left  folly  mould  miftake  its  facred  end, 

Or  vice  convert  it  into  means  of  woe. 

Jncline  and  aid  me  Hill  my  life  to  fteer, 

As  confcience  dictates  what  to  fliun  or  chufe; 

Nor  let  my  heart  feel  anxious  hope  or  fear, 
for  aught  tfris  world  can  give  me  or  rerufe. 

Then 
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Then  (hall  not  wealth's  parade  one  wifh  excite,, 
For  wretched  ftate  to  barter  peace  away ;    . 

Nor  vain  ambition's  lure  my  pride  invite, 
Beyond  Contentment's  humble  path  to  ftray. 

What  though  thy  wifdom  may  any  lot  deny, 
The  treafur'd  plenty  freely  to  diipenfe ; 

Yet  well  thy  goodnefe  can  that  want  fopply 
With  larger  portions  of  benevolence. 

And  lure  the  heart  that  wills  the  gen'rcms  deed 
May  all  the  joys  of  Charity  command; 

por  fhe  beft  loves  from  notice  to  recede,  ( 

And  deals  her  unfought  gilts  with  fecret  hand. 

Then  will  I  fometimes  bki  my  famcy  fteai 
That  unclaim'd  wealth  no  property  retrains; 

Soothe  with  fi&hions  aid  my  rriesKft)!*  zeal, 
And  realize  each  godly  act  fine  feigns. 

So  fliall  I  gain  the  gold  without  a!Eoy ; 

Withoat  opprefion,  toil,  or  ttreachVous  fnares; 
So  fhaU  I  know  its  ufe,  its  power  employ, 

And  yet  avoid  its  dangers  and  its  cares. 

And,  ipits  of  afl  thzt  boatful  wealth  can  do, 
In  Tain  would  Fortune  ifaiwe  the  rich  to  blefs, 

Were  they  not  flatterM  with  ibme  diftant  view 
Of  what  (he  ne'er  can  give  tbcm  to  poiTefs. 
6 
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E'en  Wifdom's  high  conceit  great  wants  would  feel, 
If  not  fupply'd  from  Fancy's  boundlefs  ftore ; 

And  nought  but  (hame  makes  power  itfelf  conceal, 
That  (lie,  to  fatisfy^  muft  promife  more, 

But  though  experience  will  not  fail  to  (how, 
Howe'er  its  truth  man's  weaknefe  may  upbraid, 

That  what  he  moftiy  values  here  below, 
Owes  half  its  relifh  to  kind  Fancy's  aid ; 

Yet  fhould  not  Prudence  her  light  wing  command, 
She  may  too  for  extend  her  heedlefe  flight ; 

For  Pleafure  foon  (hall  quit  her  fairy-land 
If  Nature's  regions  are  not  held  in  fight. 

From  Truth's  abode,  ia  fearch  of  kind  deceit, 

Within  due  limits  flie  may  ialely  roam  5 
If  roving  does  not  make  her  hate  retreat, 

And  with  averfion  Ihun  her  proper  home. 

But  thanks  to  thofe,  whofe  fond  parental  care 
To  Learning's  paths  my  youthful  fteps  confin'd, 

I  need  not  fhun  a  Hate  which  lets  me  (hare 

Each  calm  delight  that  foothes  tjie  ftudious  mind. 

While  genius  lafts,  bis  fame  fliall  ne'er  decay, 
Whofe  artful  hand  firft  caus'd  its  fruits  to  fpread; 

la  lafting  volumes  ftampt  the  printed  lay, 
And  taught  the  Mufes  to  embalm  the  dead. 

To 


To  himf  pwe  each  fair  inftructive  page, 

Where  Science  tells  me  what  her  ions  have  known ; 

Collects  their  choiceft  works  from  every  age, 

And  makes  rne  wife  with  knowledge  not  my  own. 

Books  rightly  us'd  may  every  ftate  fecure, 
From  fortune's  evils  may  our  peace  detend; 

May  teach  us  how  to  fhun,  or  to  endure, 
The  foe  malignant,  and  the  faithlels  friend. 

Should  rigid  Want  withdraw  all  outward  aid, 
Kind  (lores  of  inward  comfort  they  can  bring; 

Should  keen  Difeafe  life's  tainted  flream  invade, 
Sweet  to  tile  foul  from  them  pure  health  may  fpring; 

Should  both  at  once  man's  weakly  frame  infeft, 
Some  lettei'd  charm  may  fUll  relief  fupply ; 

'Gainft  all  events  prepare  his  patient  brealt, 
And  make  him  quite  refign'd  to  live,  or  die. 

For  though  no  words  can  time  or  fate  reftrain ; 

No  founds  fupprefs  the  call  of  Nature's  voice; 
Though  neither  rhymes,  nor  fptlls,  can  conquer  pahl* 

Nor  magic's  felf  make  wretchednefs  our  choice^; 

Yet  reafon;  while  it  forms  the  fubtile  plan, 

Some  purer  fource  of  plealure  to  explore, 
Muft  deem  it  vain  for  that  poor  pilgrim,  man^ 

To  think  of  reiling  till  his  journey's  o'er  $ 

Muft 
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Miift  deem  each  fruitlefs  toil,  by  heaven  defign'd 
To  teach  him  where  to  look  for  real  blifs; 

Elfe  why  ihould  heaven  excite  the  hope  to  find 
What  balk'd  purfuit  mufl  here  for  ever  mifs  ? 


THE         GROTTO: 
AN     ODE     TO     SILENCE. 

BY     THE     SAME. 

COME,  muling  Silence,  nor  refufe  to  fhed 
Thy  fober  influence  o'er  this  darkling  cell ; 
The  defart  \Vafte  and  lonely  plain 
Could  ne'er  confine  thy  peaceful  reign  ; 
Nor  ddl  thou  only  love  to  dwell 

-'Mid  the  dark  manfions  of  the  vaulted  dead : 
For  Hill  at  eve's  fereneft  hour 
All  Nature  owns  thy  foothing  power : 
Oft  haft  thou  deign'd  with  me  to  rove, 
Beneath  the  calm  fequeiler'd  grove ; 
Oft  deign'd  my  fecret  fteps  to  lead 
AloRg  the  dewy  pathlefs  mead ; 
Or  up  the  dulky  lawn,  to  fpy 

\£he  laft  faint  gleainings  of  the  twilight  Iky. 

Then  wilt  thou  ftill  thy  penfive  vot'ry  meetr 

Oft  as  he  calls  tiiee  to  this  gloomy,  feat ; 
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For  here,  with  folemn  myftic  rite, 

Wert  thou  invok'd  to  coniecrate  the  ground, 

Ere  thefe  rude  walls  were  rear'd  remote  from  fight, 
Or  ere  with  mois  this  fhaggy  roof  was  crovvn'd. 

Hail !  blefled  parent  of  each  purer  thought, 
^That  doth  at  once  the  heart  exalt  and  mend  J 

Here  wilt  thou  never  fail  to  find 

My  vacant  folitude  inclin'd 

Thy  ferious  lefibns  to  attend* 
For  they  I  ween  fliall  be  with  goodnefs  fraught^ 

"Whether  thou  bid  me  meditate 

On  man,  in  untaught  Nature's  ftate ; 

How  far  this  life  he  ought  to  prize  ; 

Hpw  far  its  traniient  fcenes  delpife  5 

Wh?.t  heights  his  reafon  may  attain, 

And  where  its  proud  attempts  are  vain ; 

What  toils  his  virtue  ought  to  brave, 
For  Hope's  rewarding  joys  beyond  the  grave : 
Or  if  in  man  redeemed  you  bid  me  trace 
Each  wond'rous  proof  of  heaven's  tranfcendent  grace  ; 
Then  breathe  fome  fparks  of  that  celeft  ial  fire, 

Which  in  the  raptur'd  fcrnph  glows  above, 
Where  fainted  myriads  crowd  the  joyful  choir, 
And  harp  their  praifes  round  the  throne  of  love. 


The 
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The  trifling  fons  of  Levity  and  Pride 
Hence  fhall  thy  aweful  ferioufnefs  exclude ; 
Nor/hall  loud  Riot's  thoughtlefs  train 
With  frantic  mirth  this  grott  profane. 
No  foe  to  peace  fliall  here  intrude. 
For  thou  wilt  kindly  bid  each  found  fubfide, 

Save  fuch  as  foothe  the  lift'ning  fenfe, 
And  ferves  to  aid  thy  influence: 

Save  where,  foft- breathing  o'er  the  plain, 
Mild  Zephyr  waves  the  ruftling  grain : 
Or  where  fome  ilream,  from  rocky  fource, 
Slow  trickles  down  its  ceafelefs  courfe : 
Or  where  the  fea's  imperfect  roar 
Comes  gently  murm'ring  from  the  diftant  more* 
But  moft  in  Philomel,  fweet  bird  of  night, 
Jn  plaintive  Philomel,  is  thy  delight : 
For  ihej.  or  ftudious  to  prolong  her  grfef, 

Or  oft  to  vary  her  exaufilefs  lay, 
With  frequent  pauie,  from  thee  iliall  feek  relief, 
Nor  clofe  her  flrain,  till  dawns  the  noify  day. 

Without  thy  aid,  to  happier  tafteful  art, 
No  deep  inftruclive  fcience  could  prevail : 
For  only  where  thou  doft  prelide, 
Can  wit's  inventive  powers  be  tried : 
And  reafon's  better  talk  would  fail, 
Did  not  thy  haunts  the  ferious  theme  imparts 
The  critic,  that  with  plodding  head, 
Toils  o'er  the  learning  of  the  dead ; 
VOL.  VI,  H 
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The  cloifter'd  hermit  that  explores, 

By  midnight  lamp,  religion's  Itores ; 

Each  fagc  that  marks,  with  thoughtful 

The  lunar  orb^  or  planet's  maze ; 

And  every  bard,  that  ftrays  along 
The  fylvan  fhade,  intent  on  facred  fong ; 
Shall  all  to  thee  thofe  various  praifes  give, 
Which,  through  thy  friendly  aid,  themfelves  receive; 
For  though  thou  mayft  from  glory's  feats  retire, 

Where  loud  applaufe  proclaim  the  honoured  name; 
Yet  doth  thy  modeft  wildom  ftill  infpire 
Each  nobler  vrorfc  that  fvvells  the  voice  of  Fame. 


THE   PICTURE   OF-  HUMAN   LIFE. 

TRANSLATED   FROM   THE  GREEK  OF  CEBES 
THE  THEBAN.       By  MR. T.SCOTT'. 

£t  vita  monftrata  via  eft 4  HOR. 

WHILE  Saturn's  bfane  with  folemn  ftep  we  trod, 
And  view'd  the  e  votive  honours  of  the  God, 

*  A  diffenting  minifter  at  Ipfwich.  He  was  author  of  a  paraphrafe 
en  the  Book  of  Job  and  other  performances ;  and  died  at  Hapton,  in  the 
Bounty  of  Norfolk,  November  1775. 

k  This  temple  was  probably  in  the  city  of  Thebes,  for  Cebcs  was  a 
Theban. 

«  Devout  offerings,  for  tfcc  moft  part  in  difcharg*  of  vows. 

A  pitfur'A 
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A  pi£hir'd  tablet,  o'er  the  portal  rals'd, 
Attach'd  our  eye :  in  wonder  loir,  we  gaz'd. 
The  pencil  there  fome  ftrange  device  had  wrought, 
And  fables,  all  its  own,  difguis'd  the  thought. 
Nor  camp  it  feem'd,  nor  city:  the  defign, 
Whofe  moral  mock'd  our  labour  to  divine, 
Was  a  wall'd  court^  where  rofe  another  bound, 
And,  higher  ftill,  a  third  ftill  lefs'ning  ground. 
The  nether  area  open'd  at  a  gate 
Whwe  a  vaft  crowd  impatient  feem'd  to  wait. 
Within,  a  group  of  female  figures  Hood, 
In  motley  drefs,  a  fparklmg  multitude. 
Without,  in  flation  at  the  porch,  was  feen 
A  venerable  form,  in  act  and  mien 
Like  fome  great  teacher,  who  with  urgent  tongue, 
Authoritative,  warn'd  the  rufhing  throng. 
From  doubt  to  doubt  we  wander'd  ;  when  appear'd 
A  fire,  who  thus  the  hard  folution  clear'd : 
Strangers >  that  allegoric  fcene,  I  guefs, 
Conquers  your  Ikill,  your  home-born  wits  no  lefs. 
A  foreigner,  long  fince,  whofe  nobler  mind 
Learning's  beft  culture  to  ftrong  genius  jojn'd, 
Here  liv'd,  convers'd,  and  fh«w'd  th'  admiring  age 
Another  Sami-an  or  Elean  fage. 
He  rear'd  this  dome  to  Saturn's  aweful  name, 
•And  gave  that  portrait  to  eternal  fame. 
He  reafon'd  much,  high  argument  he  chofe, 
High  as  his  theme  his  great  conceptions  rofe. 
H  2 
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Such 
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Such  vvifdom  flowing  from  a  mouth  but  young 
T  heard  aftoniftYd,  and  enjoy'd  it  long  : 
Him  oft  I  heard  this  moral  piece  expound, 
With  nervous  eloquence  and  fenfe  profound. 

Father,  if  Icifure  tvitb  tly  ivill  confpirc,  \$ 

'l~icld^  yield  that  comment  to  our  warm  deflre. 
Free  to  beftov,-,  I  warn  you  firft,  beware  : 
£)anger  impends,  which  fummons  all  your  care. 
Wife,  virtuous,  bleft,  whofe  heart  our  precepts  gain ; 
d  Abandon'd,  blind,  and  wretched,  who  dildain.  40 

For  know,  our  purpos'd  theme  refembles  bell 
The  fam'd  Enigma  of  the  Tbcban  pefl  : 
Th1  interpreter  a  plighted  crown  enjoy'd, 
The  fhipid  periih'd,  by  the  Sphinx  deitroy'd. 
Count  Folly  as  a  Sphinx  to  all  mankind,  4,5 

Her  problem,  How  is  Good  and  111  defin'd  ? 
Misjudging  here,  by  Folly's  law  we  die, 
JSTot  initant  vidims  of  her  cruelty; 
From  day  to  day  our  reafoning  part  me  wounds, 
Devours  its  ilrength,  its  noblcll  powers  confounds :        50 
Awakes  the  lafli  of e  Punffiment,  and  tears 
The  mind  with  pangs  which  guilty  life  prepares, 
•\yith  oppofite  ertect,  where  thoughtful  Ikill 
Difcerns  the  boundaries  of  Good  and  111, 
Folly  mu ft  perim ;  and  th'  illumin'd  breaft  55 

To  Virtue  luv'd,  is  like  th'  immortals  bleft. 

Give 

d  The  Cafelian  and  Salraafian  editions  read  myqeu  wicked,  inftead  of 
vixeoi  bitter. 

«  Vide  ver.  186.  JOHKSON. 
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Give  audience,  then,  with  no  unheeding  ear. 

O  bafte,  no  hcedlefs  auditors  ft  and  herey 

Withjlrong  dcfire^  in  dread fujpencc  we  waif, 

So  great  the  UcJJing^  and  the  lane  fo  great.  60 

Inllant,  he  rais'd  his  oratorial  hand, 
And  faid  (our  eye  he  guided  with  a  wand) 
Behold  life's  pencii'd  fcene,  the  natal  gate, 
The  numbers  thronging  into  mortal  ilate. 
Which  danger's  path,  and  which  to  fafety  bears,  65 

That  ancient,  Genius  of  mankind^  declares, 
See  him  aloft,  benevolent  he  bends, 
One  hand  is  pointing,  one  a  roll  extends 
Reafon's  imperial  code ;  by  heav'n  imprcft 
In  living  letters  on  the  human  breaft.  70 

Oppos'd  to  him,  Ddnjion  plies  her  part, 
With  Ikin  of  borrow'd  fnow,  and  bltifli  of  art, 
With  hypocritic  fawn,  and  eyes  aflcance 
Whence  ibft  infeclion  fteals  in  every  glance. 
Her  faithlefs  hand  prefents  a  cryftal  bowl,  7  - 

Whofe  pois'nous  draught  intoxicates  the  foul. 
Error  and  ignorance  infus'd,  compofe 
The  fatal  beverage  which  her  fraud  beftowc. 

Is  that  the  hard  condition  of  our  birth? 

"Mujl  all  Jrink  Error  who  appear  on  earth?  80 

All ;  yet  in  fome  their  meafure  drowns  the  mind, 
Others  but  taile,  lefs  erring  and  lefs  blind. 

H  3  Th' 
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*  Th*  Opinions,  and  Drfrcs,  and  Pkaferts  rife 
Behind  the  gate,  thick-glitt'ring  on  our  eyes; 
Thick  as  bright  atoms  in  the  iblar  ray,  8$ 

Diverle  their  drap'ry  and  profufely  gay. 
Thefe  tempting  forms,  each  like  a  miftrefs  dreft, 
Our  early  fteps  with  powerful  charms  arrefh 
Soon  as  we  enter  life,  with  various  art 
Of  dalliance  they  aflail  th'  unguarded  heart.  9* 

All  promife  joy,  we  rum  to  their  embrace ; 
To  bliis  or  ruin,  here  begins  our  race. 
Happy,  thrice  happy,  who  intruft  their  youth 
To  right  Opinions ,  and  afcend  to  Truth: 
Whom  Wifdom  tutors,  whom  the  Virtues  hail,  9$ 

And  with  their  own  fubftantial  feaft  regale. 
The  reft  are  harlots  :  by  their  flatteries  won, 
In  chafe  of  empty  fciences  we  run: 
Or  Fortune's  vanities  purfue,  and  ilray 
With  fenfual  Plea/ure  in  more  dangerous  way.  10* 

See  the  mad  round  their  giddy  followers  tread, 
Delufions  cup  ftrong-working  in  their  head. 
Faft  as  one  (hoal  of  fools  ha,ve  delug'd  through, 
Succeeding  flioals  the  bufy  farce  renew. 

Who  on  that  glnleflandsjlretcbing  to  her  flight?  IO'5 

Wtldfeems  her  a/jxft,  and  bereav'd  of  fight* 
Fortune,  blind,  frantic,  deaf.     With  reiUefs  wings 
The  world  me  ranges,  and  her  favours  flings ; 

f  The  firil  court,  or  the  feafual  life. 

Flings 
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flings  and  rcfumes,  and  plunders  and  beftowa. 

Caprice  divides  the  bleflings  and  the  woes.  1 10 

Her  grace  unftable  as  her  tott'ring  ball, 

Whene'er  me  fmiles,  flie  meditates  our  fall. 

When  moft  we  fruit  her,  we  are  cheated  moft, 

In  difolating  lofs  we  mourn  our  boaft : 

Her  cruel  blaft  invades  our  h^fty  fruit,  1 1$ 

And  withers  all  our  glory  at  the  root. 

What  mean  tkofe  multitudes  around  hert  Why 

Su€b  motley  attitudet  perplex  our  tye? 

Some^  in  the  aft  ofwildeft  raptures,  leap ; 

In  agony  fome  wring  their  hands ,  and  wtcp*  I2» 

Th'  unreas'ning  crowd ;  to  paffion's  fequcl  bliftdf 
By  paffion  fir'd,  and  impotent  of  mind ; 
Competitors  in  clamorous  fuit,  to  (hare 
The  toys  fhe  toffes  with  regardleis  air ; 
Trifles,  for  folid  worth  by  moft  purfu'd,  125 

Bright -colour'd  vapours  and  fantailic  good: 
The  pageantry  of  wealth,  the  blaze  of  fame, 
Titles,  an  offspring  to  extend  the  name, 
Huge  ftrength,  or  beauty  which  the  ftrong  obey, 
The  victor's  laurel,  and  defpotie  fway.  130 

Thefe,  humour'd  in  their  vows,  with  laviih  praift 
The  glory  of  the  gracious  goddefs  raife : 
Thole  other,  lofers  in  her  chance-full  game, 
Shorn  of  their  all,  or  fruilrate  in  their  aim, 
In  murmurs  of  their  hard  mifhap  complain,  135 

And  curie  her  partial  and  malignant  reign, 

H  4  Now, 


Now,  futther  ftill  in  this  low  fenfual  ground, 
.Traverfe  yon  flowery  mount's  fequefler'd  bound. 
In  the  green  center  of  thole  citron  fhades, 
'Along  gardens,  fountains,  flowery  walks,  and  glades,    140 
Folnptuous  Sin  her  powerful  fpells  employs, 
Souls  to  feduce,  feducing  fhe  deftroys. 
£ee  !  Lewdnefs,  loofely  zon'd,  her  bofom  bares, 
See!  Riot  her  luxurious  bowl  prepares: 
There  Hands  Avidity,  with  ardent  eye,  14$ 

There  dimpling  Adulation  fmooths  her  lye. 

There  fiationd  to  whai  end? 

In  watch  for  prey, 

Fortune's  infatuate  favourites  of  a  day. 
Thefe  they  carefs,  -they  flatter,  they  entreat 
To  try  the  pleafures  of  their  loft  retreat,  1^9 

Life  difencumber'd,  frolickfome,  and  free, 
*Att  eafe,  all  mirth,  and  high  felicity. 
Whome-er  by  their  inveigling  arts  they  win, 
To  tread  that  magic  paradife  of  £'», 
In  airy  dance  his  jocund  hours  Ikhn  round,  155 

Sparkles  the  bowl,  the  feflal  fongs  refound: 
His  blood  ferments,  nVd  by  the  wanton  glance, 
And  his  loofe  foul  diflblves  in  am'rous  trance. 
While  circulating  joys  to  joys  fucceed, 
While  new  delights  the  fweet  delirium  feed ;  160 

The  prodigal, .  in  raptur'd  fancy,  roves 
O'er  fairy  fields,  and  through  Elyfian  groves : 
. 
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€ees  glittering  vifions  in  fuccefllon  rife, 

And  laughs  at  Socrates  the  chafte  and  wife. 

'Till,  fober'd  by  diilrefs,  awake,  confus'd,  16$ 

Amaz'd,  he  knows  hirafelf  a  wretch  abus'd ; 

A  fhort  illufion  his  imagined  feaft, 

Himfelf  the  game,  himfelf  the  flaughter'd  beaft, 

Now,  raving  for  his  fquander'd  wealth  in  vain, 

Slave  to  thole  tyrant  jilts  he  drags  their  chain:  170 

Compelled  to  fufter  hard  and  hungry  need, 

Compell'd  to  dare  each  foul  and  dcfp'rate  deed. 

Villain,  or  knave,  he  joins  the  fharping  tribe, 

Robs  altars,  or  is  perjur'd  for  a  bribe  : 

Stabs  for  a  purfe,   his  country  pawns  for  gold,  175 

To  every  crime  of  blackeft  horror  fold. 

Shifdefs  at  length,  of  all  refource  bereft, 

In  the  dire  gripe  of  Punifome?it  he's  left. 

Obferve  this  ftrait-mouth'd  cave  :  th'  unwilling  light 
Juft  fhews  the  difmal  deep  defcent  to  night.  180 

In  centry  fee  thefe  haggard  crones,  whofe  brows 
Rude  locks  o'erhang,  a  frown  their  forehead  plows : 
Swarthy  and  foul  their  IhrivcllM  Ikin  behold, 
And  flutt'ring  flireds  their  vile  defence  from  cold. 
High-brandifliing  her  lafii,  with  Hern  regard,  185 

Stands  Pumjhment,  an  ever- waking  ward; 
While  fullen  Melancholy  mopes  behind, 
Fix'd,  with  her  head  upon  her  knees  reclin'd  : 
And,  frantic,  with  remorfeful  fury,  there 
fierce  Anguijh  flamps,  and  rends  her  fhaggy  hair.         190 


that  ill-featuSd  fpcftre  of 

Sbiv'ring  in  nakednefs,  Jofpare  and  ixanf 

dndjlie,  iul>ofe  eye  aghajl  with  horror  Jlarts^ 

Whofe  meagre  form,  a  Jj/ler*s  likenefs  bears? 
Loud  Lamentation,  wild  Defpair.     All  thefe,  19$ 

Fell  vultures,  the  devoted  caitiff  feize. 
Ah  dreadful  durance!  with  thefe  fiends  to  dwell! 
What  tongue  the  terrors  of  his  foul  can  tell ! 
Worry'd  by  thefe  fould  fiends,  the  wretch  begins 
Sharp  penance,  wages  of  remember'd  fins :  200 

Then  deeper  finks,  pl'ing'd  in  the  pit  of  Woe% 
Worfe  luff* rings  in  worfe  hell  to  undergo : 
Uniefs,  rare  gueft,  Repentance  o'er  the  gloom 
Diffuie  her  radiance,  and  repeal  his  doom. 
She  comes !  meek-ey'd,  array'd  in  grave  attire,  505 

See  Right  Opinion,  join'd  with  GoodDcfire, 
Handmaids  of  Truth;  with  thole,  an  adverfe  pair 
(Falfe  Wifdws  minions,  that  deceiving  fair) 
Attend  her  folemn  tf ep :  the  furies  flee. 
Come  forth,  fhe  calls,  come  forth  to  liberty,  210 

Guilt -harrais'd  thrall :  thy  future  lot  decide, 
And,  pondering  well,  elect  thy  future  guide. 
Momentous  option !  choofing  right,  he'll  find 
A  fov'reign  med'cine  for  his  ulcer'd  mind ; 
Led  to  True  Wijdm,  whofe  cathartic  bowl  215 

Recovers  and  beatifies  the  foul. 
Mifguided  elfe,  a  counterfeit  he'll  gain, 
Whofe  art  is  only  to  amufe  the  brain ; 

From 
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From  vice  to  (ludious  folly  now  he  flies, 

From  blifs  ftill  erring,  ftill  betray'd  by  lyes.  I^Q 

O  heavens!  where  end  the  rijk*  we  mortals  run? 

Homo  dreadful  tl.ns^  and  yet  how  hardtofiun! 

S&y^  fathtTy  what  diflinfli've  marks  declare 

That  counterfeit  ofWifdom? 

8  View  her  there, 

At  yonder  gate,  with  decent  port,  me  (lands,  22$ 

J-Ier  fpotlefs  form  that  lecond  court  commands : 
Styl'd  Wifdom  by  the  crowd,  the  thinking  few 
Know  her  difguife,  the  phantom  of  the  true : 
Skill'd  in  all  learning,  fkill'd  in  every  art 
To  grace  the  head,  not  meliorate  the  heart.  233 

The  fav'd,  who  meditate  their  noble  flight 
From  a  bad  world,  to  Wifdom's  lofty  height, 
Juft  touching  at  this  inn,  for  fhort  repaft, 
Then  fpeed  their  journey  forward  to  its  laft. 

Tbis  the  fole  path  ? 

Another  path  there  lies,  23  $• 

The  plain  man's  path,  without  proud  Science  wife. 

Who  they,  which  traverfe  this  deluder *J  hound? 

A  bujyfcent)  all  thought  or  aftion  round, 
Her  lovers,  whom  her  fpecious  beauty  warms, 
Who  grafp,  in  viiion,  Truth's  immortal  charms,          24* 
Vain  of  the  glory  of  a  falfe  embrace : 
Fierce  fyllogiftic  tribes,  a  wrangling  race, 

V  The  fecond  court;  or  the  iludious  life* 

Bards 
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Bards  rapt  beyond  the  moon  on  Fancy's  wingi, 

And  mighty  matters  of  the  vocal  firings  : 

Thofe  who  on  laboured  fpeeches  wafte  their  oil,  24$ 

Thofe  who  in  crabbed  calculations  toil, 

Who  meafure  earth,  who  climb  the  ftarry  road, 

And  human  fates  by  heav'nly  figns  forebode, 

Fleafure's  philofophers,  Lyceum  s  pride, 

Difdainful  foaring  up  to  heights  untry'd.  250 

All  who  in  learned  trifles  fpin  their  wit, 

Or  comment  on  the  works  by  triflers  writ. 

Wljo  are  yon  atfive  females  ^  like  in  face 

1o  the  lewd  harlots  >  in  the  nether  Jf  ace  ^ 

Tik  agents  of  voluptuous  Sin? 

The  fame.  2# 

Admitted  here? 

Ev'n  here,  eternal  fhame ! 
They  boaft  fome  rarer  lefs  ignoble  fpoils, 
Art,  wit,  and  reafon,  tangled  in  their  toils. 
And  Fancy,  with  th'  Opinions  in  her  rear, 
Enjoys  thefe  ftudious,  walks,  no  ilranger  here:  260 

Where  wild  hypothelis,  and  learn'd  romance 
Too  oft  lead  up  the  philofophic  dance. 
Still  thefe  ingenious  heads,  alas!  retain 
l)elufionjs  dofe,  ilill  the  vile  dregs  remain 
Of  ignorance  with  madding  folly  join'd,  265 

And  a  foul  heart  pollutes  th'  embellim'd  mind. 
Nor  will  prefumption  from  their  fowls  recede, 
Nor  will  they  from  one  vicious  plague  be  freed. 

'Till, 
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'Till,  weary  of  thefe  vanities,  they've  found 
Th'  exalted  way  to  Truth's  enlighten'd  ground, 
Quaff 'd  her  cathartic,  and  all  cleans'd  within, 
By  that  Itrong  energy,  from  pride  and  fin, 
Are  heal'd  and  fav'd.     But  loit'ring  here  they  fpend 
Life's  precious  hours  in  thinking  to  no  end : 
From  fcience  up  to  fcience  let  them  rife, 
And  arrogate  the  fwelling  ftyle  of  wife; 
Their  wifdom's  folly,-  impotent  and  blind, 
Which  cures  not  one  diflemper  of  the  mind. 

E-ncugb,     Difcovcr  now  the  faithful  road^ 

Which  mounts  us  to  the  joys  ofTruth's  alode, 
Survey  this  folitary  wafte,  which  rears 
Jslbr  bum  nor  herb,  nor  cottage  there  appears. 
At  diftance  fee  yon  {trait  and  lonely,  gate 
(No  crowds  at  the  forbidding  entrance  wait) 
Its  avenue  a  rugged  rocky  foil, 
Travelled  with  painful  Hep  and  tedious  toil. 
Beyond  the  wicket,  tow'ring  in  the  fkies 
See  Difficulty's  cragged  mountain  rife, 
Narrow  and  iharp  th'  afcent ;  each  edge  a  brink, 
Whence  to  vaft  depth  dire  precipices  fink. 

Is  that  the  way  to  WijJoni  ?  Dreadful  ivcy  ! 

The  Ian d/kip  frowns  waitb  danger  and  difn:qy» 
Yet  higher  Hill,  around  the  mountain's  brow 
Winds  yon  huge  rock,  whofe  ileep  fmooth  fides  allow 
No  track.     Its  top  two  filler  figures  grace,  295 

Health's  rofy  habit  glowing  in  their  face. 

5  With 
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With  arms  protended  o'er  the  verge  they  lean, 

The  promptitude  of  friendfhip  in  their  mien. 

The  powers  of  Continence  and  Patience,  there 

Station'd  by  Wifdom,  her  commiffion  bear  3<*j 

To  rouze  the  fpirit  of  her  fainting  fon 

Thus  far  advanc'd,  and  urge  and  urge  him  on. 

Courage!  they  call,   the  coward's  floth  difdain : 

Yet,  yet  awhile,  the  noble  toil  fuftain: 

A  lovely  path  foon  opens  to  your  fight.  30^ 

But  ab!  bow  climb* d  that  rock's  barejlipp'ry  height? 
Thefe  generous  guides,  who  Virtue's  courfe  befriend, 
In  fuccour  of  her  pilgrim  fwift  defcend, 
Draw  up  their  trembling  charge ;  then,  fmiling,  greet 
"With  kind  command  to  reft  his  weary  feet.  319 

With  their  own  force  his  panting  breaft  they  arm, 
And  with  their  own  intrepid  fpirit  warm  : 
Next,  plight  their  guidance  in  his  future  way 
To  Wifdom,  and  in  rapt'rous  view  difplay 
The  blifsful  road  (there  it  invites  your  eyes)  315 

How  fmooth  and  eafy  to  the  foot  it  lies, 
Through  beauteous  land,  from  all  annoyance  clear, 
Of  thorny  evil  and  perplexing  fear. 

h  Yon  lofty  grove's  delicious  bowers  to  gain, 
You  crofs  th*  expanfe  of  this  enamell'd  plain ;  320 

A  meadow  with  eternal  beauty  bright, 
Beneath  a  purer  heav'n,  o'erflow'd  with  light. 

h  The  third  cotut,  or  the  virtuous  life. 

*  Full 
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tiltl  in  the  center  of  the  plain,  behold 

A  court  far-flaming  with  its  wall  of  gold 

And  gate  of  diamond,  where  the  righteous  reft ;  33$ 

This  clime  their  home,  the  country  of  the  bleft  : 

Here  all  the  Virtues  dwell,  communion  fweet  I 

With  Happinefs,  who  rules  the  peaceful  feat. 

In  ftation  at  thj  effulgent  portal,  fee 

A  beauteous  form  of  mildeft  majefty.  330 

Her  eyes  how  piercing !  how  fedate  her  mien ! 

Mature  in  life,  her  countenance  ferene  : 

Spirit  and  folid  thought  each  feature  mows, 

And  her  plain  robe  with  (late  unftudy'd  flovvi. 

She  Hands  upon  a  cube  of  marble,  fix'd  335 

As  the  tirm  rock,  two  lovely  nymphs  betwixt, 

Her  daughters,  copies  of  her  looks  and  air, 

Her  candid  Truth,  and  fweet  Perfuapon  there : 

She,  (he  is  m/dom.    In  her  ftedfaft  eye 

Behold  th'  expreilive  type  of  certainty :  340 

Certain  her  way,  and  permanent  the  deed 

Of  gift  fubftantial  to  her  friends  decreed. 

She  gives  magnanimous  contempt  of  fear, 

She  gives  the  confidence  erect  and  clear, 

And  bids  th'  invulnerable  mind  to  know  34$ 

Her  fafety  from  the,  future  fliafts  of  woe. 
O  trcafurc,  richer  than  the  fea  or  land! 
But  •n.'&y  without  the  walls  her  deftiridjland? 

There  Handing,  fhe  preients  her  potent  bowl, 

Divine  cathartic,  which  reftorss  the  foul.  350 
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This  ajks  a  comment.  ^ 

In  feme  dire  difeafey 
Macbaon's  {kill  firit  purges  off  the  lees : 
Then  clear,  and  ftrong  the  purple  current  flows, 
And  life  renew 'd  in  every  member  glows  : 
But  if  the  patient  all  controui  defpiie,  '       $£3 

Juft  victim  of  his  ftubborn  will  he  dies. 
So  Wifdom^  by  her  rules,  with  healing  art 
Expels  Ddufions  mifchiefs  from  the  heart  j 
Blindnefs,  and  error,  and  high-boafting  pride, 
Intemperance,  lull,  fierce  wrath's  impetuous  tide,          360 
Hydropic  avarice,  all  the  plagues  behind 
iyhich  in  the  firft  mad  court  opprefs'd  the  mind. 
Thus  purg'd,  .her  pupil  through  the  gate  me  brings, 
The  /Virtues  hail  rheir  gueft,  the  gueft  enraptur'd  lings. 
Behold  the  fpotlefs  band,  celeftial  charms  !  3^5 

Scene  that  with  awe  chaflifes  whom  it  warms : 
No  harlotry,  no  paint,  no  gay  excefs, 
But  beauty  unaffe&ed  as  their  drefs. 
See  Knowledge  grafping  a  refulgent  flar, 
See  Fortitude  in  panoply  of  war :  370 

Jujlice  her  equal  fcale  aloft  clifplays, 
And  rights  both  human  and  divine  me  weighs* 
There  Moderation^  all  the  plenfures  bound 
In  brazen  chains  her  dreaded  feet  furround. 
There  bounteous  Liltrality  expands  i^ 

To  want,  to  worth,  her  ever-loaded  hands* 

Tke 
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florid  hue  of  ^Temperance  ^  her  fide 
Adorn'd  by  Health^  a  nymph  in  blooming  pride. 
Lo,  foft-ey'd  Meekncfs  holds  a  curbing  rein, 
Anger's  high-mettled  fpirit  to  reftrain  :  3$O 

While  Moral  Order  tunes  her  golden  lyre, 
And  white-rob'd  Probity  compleats  the  choir. 

Ofaireft  of  all  fair  !  O  biiffol  Jlate  ! 

What  hopes  fublime  our  ravijk'd  foul  dilate  ! 
Subftantiai  hopes,  if,  by  the  dodrine  taught,  38^ 

The  famion'd  manners  are  to  habit  wrought. 

Tes\   'tis  refolv'd.     We'll  every  nerve  employ. 
Live,  then,  reftor'd ;  and  reap  the  promis'd  joy. 

But  whither  do  the  Virtues  lead  their  trujl  ? 
To  Happine/S)  re  warder  of  the  juft.  590 

Look  upward  to  the  hill  beyond  the  grove, 
A  fovereign  pile  extends  its  front  above  : 
Stately  and  ftrong,  the  lofty  cattle  (lands, 
Its  boundlefs  profpecl  all  the  courts  commands. 
Within  the  porch,  high  on  the  jafper  throne,  395 

Th'  Imperial  Mother  by  her  form  is  known ; 
Bright  as  the  morn,  when  imiling  on  the  hills, 
Earth,  air,  and  fea,  with  vernal  joy  me  fills. 
Rich  without  lavifh  cofl  her  veil  behold 
In  colours  of  the  fky,  and  fring'd  with  gold  :  406, 

A  tiar,  wreath'd  with  every  flow*r  that  blows 
Of  livelieft  tints,  around  her  temples  glows : 
Eternal  bloom  her  fnowy  temples  binds, 
Fearlefs  of  burning  funs  and  Waiting  winds. 

VOL.  VI.  I  Now, 


Now,  wtth  a  crown  of  wond'rous  power,  her  hand        405 
(Affiflant,  round  her,  all  the  virtues  fland) 
Adorns  her  hero,  honouiable  meed 
Of  conquers  won  by  many  a  valiant  deed. 
l*rbat  conqucfti  ? 

Formidable  beafls  fubdu'd : 

Laboring  he  fought,  he  routed,  he  purfu'd.  410 

Once,  a  weak  prey,  beneath  their  force  he  cowr'd, 
Overthrown,  and  worry'd,  and  well-nigh  devoured : 
Till  rouz'd  with  his  inglorious  floth,  poifeft 
With  generous  ardour  kindling  in  his  breaft, 
Lord  of  himfelf,  the  viclor  now  conftrains  415 

IThofe  hoflile  moniters  in  his  powerful  chains. 

Explain  thflj'c  favage  beafls  at  war  with  man. 
Error  and  Ignorance,  which  head  the  van, 
Heart-gnawing  Grief,  and  loud-lamenting  Woe, 
Incontinence,  a  wild-deftroying  foe,  420 

Rapacious  Avarice;  cruel  numbers  more  : 
O'er  all  he  triumphs  now,  their  flave  before. 
O  great  atcbie<vements  !  more  illuftrious  far 
Tbifc  triumph S)  than  the  bloody  wreaths  of  war. 
But,  fay  ;    'what  falutary  power  is  fl-jed  425 

By  the  fair  crow-ny  which  decks  the  heriSs  head? 
Moft  beatific.     For  pofieffing  this 
He  lives,  rich  owner  of  man's  proper  blifs : 
Blifs  independent  or  on  wealth  or  power, 
Fame,  birth,  or  beauty,  or  voluptuous  hour.  430 

His 
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His  hopes  divorc'd  from  all  exterior  things, 

Within  himfelf  the  fount  of  pleafure  iprings } 

Springs  ever  in  the  felf-approving  breaft, 

And  his  own  honeft  heart's  a  conftant  feaft. 
Where i  next,  hisjleps? 

He  meamres  back  his  way,  43$ 

Conduced  by  the  Virtues^  to  furvey 

His  firfl  abode.     The  giddy  crowd,  below, 

VVafting  their  wretched  fpan  in  crime,  they  mow  ; 

How  in  the  whirl  of  paffions  they  are  toft, 

And,  fhipwreck'd  on  the  lurking  (helves,  are  loft ;         440 

Here  fierce  Amb'ttion  haling  in  her  chain 

The  mighty,  there  a  defpicable  train 

Impure  in  Lvfts  inglorious  fetter  bound, 

And  flaves  of  Avarice  rooting  up  the  ground : 

Thralls  of  Fain-glory,  thralls  of  fwelling  Pride  ^  44$ 

Unnumber'd  fools,. unnumber'd  plagues  belide. 

All-powerlefs  they  to  burft  the  galling  band, 

To  Ipring  aloft,  and  reach  yon  happy  land, 

Hntangled,  impotent  the  way  to  find, 

The  clear  inftruction  blotted  from  their  mind  450 

Which  the  Good  Genius  gave ;   Guilt's  gloomy  fears 

Becloud  their  funs  andfadden  all  their  years. 
Ijland  convincd^  but  yet  perplexed  in  thought 
Why  to  review  a  weil-kn'KMn  fcsne  be^s  brought, 

Scene  rudely  known.     Uncertain  and  confus'd,  45$ 

His  judgement  by  iilufions  was  aous'd. 

I  z  His 
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His  evil  was  not  evil,  nor  his  good 

Aught  elfe  but  vanity  mifunderftood. 

Confounding  good  and  evil,  like  the  throng, 

His  life,  like  theirs,  was  action  always  wrong.  460 

Enlighten'd  now  in  the  true  hlifs  of  man, 

He  iliapes  his  alter'd  courfe  by  Wifdom's  plan  : 

And,  bleft  himfelf,  beholds  with  weeping  eyes 

The  madding  world  an  hofpital  of  fighs. 

'this  retrofpeftion  ended \  where  faceted*  465 

Jits  courfe? 

Where'er  his  wife  volition  leads. 
Where'er  it  leads,  fefety  attends  him  flill  : 
Not  fafer,  mould  he  on  Apollo's  hill, 
Among  the  Nymphs,  among  the  vocal  Powers, 
Dwell  in  the  Sanctum  of  Cory  dan  bowers ;  47» 

Honoured  by  all,  the  friend  of  human-kind, 
Belov'd  phyfician  of  the  fin-fick  mind  j 
Not  Efculapius  more,  whofe  power  to  iave 
Redeems  his  patient  from  the  yawning  grave. 

But  never  morejhall  his  old  r  eft  lefs  foes  475 

jfwakt  bis  fears 9  nor  trouble  bis  repofe  ? 
Never.    In  righteous  habitude  inur'd, 
Jrom  Paffion's  baneful  anarchy  fecui  'd, 
In  each  enticing  fcene,  each  inflant  hard, 
That  fovereign  antidote  his  mind  will  guard :  480 

Like  him,  who,  of  fome  virtuous  drug  pofleft, 
Grafps  the  fell  viper  coil'd  within  her  neil, 

Hear* 
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Hears  her  dire  hiflings,  fees  her  terrors  rife, 
And,  unappallM,  definition's  tooth  defies. 

Ton  troops  in  motion  from  the  mount  explain,  4#  £ 

Various  to  view  ;  for  there  a  goodly  train  9 

With  garlands  crown' *d,  advance  with  comely  pace , 

Noble  their  port,  and  in  each  tranquil  face 

Joyfparkles  :  others,  a  bare-beaded  throng, 

Batter'd  and  gajtfd,  drag  tlxir  flow  Jlcps  along,  490 

Captives  of  feme  Jlrange  female  crew. 

The  crown'd, 

Long  feeking,  fafe  arriv'd  at  Wifdom's  bound, 
Exult  in  her  imparted  grace.     The  reft  *, 
Thofe  on  whom  Wifdom,  unprevailing,  preft 
Her  healing  aid  ;  rejected  from  her  care,  49J 

In  evil  plight  their  wicked  days  they  wear : 
Thole  too,  who  Difficulty's  hill  had  gain'd, 
There  bafely  ftopp'd,  by  daftard  floth  detain'd : 
Apoftate  now,  in  thorny  wilds  they  rove, 
Purfuing  furies  fcourge  the  caitiif  drove  :  500 

Sorrows  which  gnaw,  remorfeful  Thoughts  which  tear, 
Blindnefs  of  mind,  and  heart-opprfjfing  Fear, 
With  all  the  contumelious  rout  of  Shame, 
And  every  ill,  and  every  hateful  name. 
Relaps'd  to  Levodnefs,  and  her  fenfual  £)ueen,  5°5 

Unblufliing  at  themfelves,  but  drunk  with  fpleen, 
Wifdonis  high  worth  their  canker'd  tongues  difpraife, 
Revile  her  children,  and  blafpheme  her  ways, 
i  Apoftaies. 

1 3  Deluded 
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Deluded  wretehes,  (thus  their  madncfs  cries) 

Dull  mopes,  weak  dupes  of  philofophic  lyes,  £  i« 

Uncomforted,  unjoyous,  and  unbieil, 

Loll  from  the  pleafures  here  at  large  pofleft. 

What  pleafures  boafl  they  ? 

Fleafures  of  the  flews, 
Pleafures  which  Riot's  frantic  bowls  infufe. 
Thefe  high  fruition  their  grofs  fouls  repute,  $i£ 

And  man's  chief  good  to  fink  into  a  brute. 

But  who  that  lovely  bevy,  blithe  and  gay, 

Sofmoothly  gliding  dawn  the  hilly  ivoy  ? 
*  Thofe  are  th'  Opinions,  who  have  guided  right 
The  unexperienc'd  to  the  plain  of  light :  5  20 

Returning,  new  adventurers  to  bring, 
The  bleffings  of  the  lait-arriv'd  they  ling. 

Why  ingrcfs  yielded  to  their  favoured  ward 

dmong  the  Virtues,  to  tbemfelves  debarred? 
Opinions  foot  is  never  never  found  525 

Where  Knowledge  dwells,  'tis  interdicted  ground,1 
At  Wijdonfs  gate  th'  Opinions  mull  refign 
Their  charge,  thofe  limits  their  employ  confine. 
Thus  trading  barks,  ikill'd  in  the  watery  road, 
To  diflant  climes  convey  their  precious  load,,  £30 

Then  turn  their  prow,  light  bounding  o'er  the  main, 
And  with  new  traffic  {lore  their  keels  again. 

Tbutfar  is  clear.     But  yet  untold  remains 

What  the  Good  Genius  to  the  crowd  ordains, 

*•  The  diftiniftion  between  Opinion  aad  Knowledge. 


[    '35    1 

Juft  on  toe  verge  of  life. 

1  He  bids  them  hold  53$ 

A  fpirit  with  ere&ed  courage  bold. 
Never  (he  calls)  on  Fortune's  faith  rely, 
Nor  grafp  her  dubious  gifts  as  property. 
Let  not  her  fmile  tranfport,  her  frown  difmay, 
Nor  praife  nor  blame,  nor  wonder  at  her  fway  540 

Which  reafon  never  guides :  'tis  fortune  ftill, 
Capricious  chance  and  arbitrary  will  : 
Bad  bankers,  vain  of  treafure  not  their  own, 
With  foolilh  rapture  hug  the  trufled  loan  ; 
Impatient,  when  the  powerful  bond  demands  545 

Its  unremember'd'cov'nant  from  their  hands. 
Unlike  to  fuch,  without  a  figh  reftore 
V^hat  Fortune  lends  :  anon  (lie '11  la  vim  more : 
Repenting  of  her  bounty  match  away, 
Yea  feize  your  patrimonial  fund  for  prey.  $$Q 

Embrace  her  proffer'd  boon,  but  inftant  rife, 
Spring  upward,  and  fecure  a  lafting  prize, 
The  gift  which  Wlfdom  to  her  fons  divides  ; 
Knowledge,  whofe  beam  the  doubting  judgement  guides, 
Scatters  the  fenfual  fog,  and  clear  to  view  555 

Diflinguifhes  falfe  interefl  from  the  true. 
Flee,  flee  to  this,  with  unabating  pace, 
Nor  parly  for  a  moment  at  the  place 
Where  Pkafure  and  her  Harlots  tempt,  nor  reft, 
But  at  Fal/e  Wifdonfs  inn,  a  trannent  guefl :  ^  560 

1  The  inftru&ions  of  the  Genius. 

14  For 


For  fhort  refection,  at  her  table  fit, 
And  tafle  what  fcience  may  your  palate  hit : 
Then  wing  your  journey  forward  till  you  reach 
True  Wifdom,  and  imbibe  the  truths  flie'll  teach. 

Such  is  th*  advice  the  friendly  Genius  gives  :  $65 

He  perifhes  who  fcorns ;  who  follows,  lives. 
And  thus  this  moral  piece  inftru&s  ,*  if  aught 
Is  myftic  flill,  reveal  your  doubting  thought. 

Thanks,  generous  Sire ;  /f//,  theny  the  tranjient  bait^ 

The  Genius  grants  us  at  Fal/c  fflifdom's  gate*  570 

m  Whate'er  in  arts  or  fciences  is  found 
Of  folid  ufe,  in  their  capacious  round, 
Thefe,  Plato  reafons,  like  a  curbing  rein, 
Unruly  youth  from  devious  Harts  reflrain. 

Muft we^folicitous  our  fouls  iofa<ve^  ff  £ 

Jljfiftance  from  tbefe previous  Jludies  crave? 
Neceflity  there's  none.     We'll  not  deny 
Their  merit  in  fome  lefs  utility  ; 
But  they  contribute,  we  aver,  no  part 
To  heal  the  manners  and  amend  the  heart.  $80 

An  author's  meaning,  in  a  tongue  unknown, 
May  glimmer  through  tranflation  in  our  own  : 
Yet,  mafters  of  his  language,  we  might  gain 
Some  trivial  purpofes  by  tedious  pain. 
So  in  the  fciences,  though  rudely  taught,  585 

We  may  attain  the  little  that  we  ought ; 

*  Natural  knowledge,  how  far  ufeful,  and  when  unprofitable  and 
hurtful. 

Yeta 
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Yet,  accurately  known,  they  might  convey 
More  light,  not  wholly  wfelefs  in  its  way. 
But  virtue  may  be  reach'd,  through  all  her  rules, 
Without  the  curious  fubtleties  of  fchools. 

How  !  not  the  learn  d  excel  the  common  Jboal9 

In  powerful  aids  to  meliorate  the  foul? 
Blind  as  the  crowd,  alas !  to  good  and  ill, 
Jntangled  by  the  like  corrupted  will, 
What  boafts  the  man  of  letters  o'er  the  reft  ?  59$ 

SkillM  in  all  tongues,  of  all  the  arts  pofleft, 
What  hinders  but  he  fmk  into  a  fot, 
A  libertine,  or  villain  in  a  plot, 
Mifer,  or  knave,  or  whatfoe'er  you'll  name 
Of  moral  lunacy  and  reafon's  fhame  ?  600. 

Scandals  too  rife  ! 

How,  then,  for  living  right 
Avail  thofe  fludies,  and  their  vaunted  light 
Beyond  the  vulgar  ? 

Nothing.     But  difclofe 

The  caufefrom  whence  this  grange  appearance  grows. 
Held  by  a  potent  charm  in  this  retreat  6o£ 

They  dwell,  content  with  nearnefs  to  the  feat 
Ql  Virtuous  Wifdom. 

Near,  aut£inks9  in  vain : 

Since  numbers,  of  It,  from  out  the  nether  plain, 

'Scafdfrom  the  fnares  of  Levjdncfs  and  Excefs^  6l» 

Undevious  to  her  lofyfiation  prefs, 

Tetpafe  theft  letter' d  clam, 

What, 
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What,  then,  are  thefc 
In  moral  things  advantag'd  o'er  the  lees 
Of  human  race  ?  in  moral  things,  we  find 
Thc.e  duller,  or  leis  tractable  of  mind. 
D«.ypb<.r  thai. 

Pride,  pride  averts  their  eyes  6i£ 

From  ofier'd  light :  in  leif-iufEcience  wife, 
Although  unknowing,  they  preiume  t;o  know : 
Clogg'd  with  that  vain  conceit  they  creep  below, 
Nor  can  mount  'up  to  yon  exalted  bound, 
True  WifJums  manfion,  by  the  humble  found.  620 

Not  found  by  theie,  till  the  vain  vifions  fpread, 
By  Fa'fe  Opinion^  in  the  learned  head, 
Repentance  fcatter  ;  and  deceived  no  more, 
They  own  th'  illulion  which  deceiv'd  before, 
That  for  True  Wifdom  they  embrac'd  her  made,  6-5 

And  hence  the  heal  in »  of  their  fouls  delay'd. 

r 

Strangers,  thefe  leffons,  oft  revolving,  hold 
Fafl  to  your  hearts,  and  into  habit  mould  : 
To  this  high  {cope  life's  whole  attention  bend, 
Defpife  aught  elie  as  erring  from  your  end.  63* 

Do  thus,  or  unavailing  is  my  care, 
And  all  th'  inftruclioa  dies  a.yay  in  air. 


„ 
The 
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The     D  R'O  PSICAL     MAN. 

By    Mr.    TAYLOR. 

AJ  OLLY,  brave  toper,  who  could  not  forbear, 
Though  his  life  was  in  danger,  old  port  and  (tale  beer, 
Gave  the  doctors  the  hearing — but  ftill  would  drink  on, 
'Till  the  dropfy  had  fweil'd  him  as  big  as  a  ton. 
The  more  he  took  phyfic  the  \vorfe  ftill  he  grew, 
And  tapping  was  now  the  laft  thing  he  could  do. 
Affairs  at  this  crilis,  and  doclors  come  down, 
He  began  to  confider — fo  fent  for  his  fon. 
Tom,  fee  by  what  courfes  I've  fhorten'd  my  life, 
I'm  leaving  the  world  ere  I'm  forty  and  five ; 
More  than  probable  'tis,  that  in  twenty-four  hours, 
This  manor,  this  houic,  and  eflate  will  be  yours ; 
My  early  exceffes  may  teach  you  this  truth, 
That  'tis  working  for  death  to  drink  hard  in  one's  youth. 
Says  Tom  (who's  a  lad  of  a  generous  fpirit, 
And  not  like  young  rakes,  who're  in  hajfeto  inherit)  : 
Sir,  don't  be  diihearten  d  ;  although  it  be  true,  ^ 

Th'  operation  is  painful,  and  hazardous  too,  S 

''I  is  no  more  than  what  many  a  man  has  gone  thro'.         J 
And  then,  as  for  years,  you  may  yet  be  call'd  young, 
Your  lite  after  this  may  be  happy  and  long. 
Don't  flatter  me,  Tom,  was  the  father's  reply, 
With  a  jeft  in  his  mouth,  and  a  tear  in  his  eye  : 
Too  well  by  experience,  my  veflels,  thou  know'ft, 
No  fooner  are  tapp'd,  but  they  give  up  the  ghoft. 

PARADISE 


PARADISE       REGAI   N'D. 
By  H.  T. 

I. 

SEEK  not  for  Paradife  with  curious  eye 
In  Aiiatic  clime.s,  where  Tigris'  wave, 
Mix'd  with  Euphrates  in  tumultuous  joy, 
Doth  the  broad  plains  of  Babylonia  lave* 

II. 
*Tis  gone  with  all  its  charms ;   and  like  a  dream, 

Like  Babylon  itfelf,  is  fwept  away ; 
Beftow  one  tear  upon  the  mournful  theme, 
But  let  jit  not  the  gentle  heart  difmay. 

III. 
For  know  where -ever  love  and  virtue  guide, 

They  lead  us  to  a  ftate  of  heavenly  blifs, 
Where  joys  unknown  to  guilt  and  fhame  prelide, 
And  pleafures  unalloy'd  each  hour  increafe. 

IV. 
Behold  that  grove,  whofe  waving  boughs  admit, 

Through  the  live  colonade,  the  fruitful  hill, 
A  moving  profpe6t  with  fat  herds  replete, 
Whofe  lowing  voices  all  the  valleys  fill* 

V.  There 
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v. 

There  through  the  fpiry  grafs  where  glides  the  brookj 

(By  yon  tall  poplar  which  erects  its  head 
Above  the  verdure  of  the  neighbouring  oak,)  \ 

And  gently  murmurs  o'er  th'  adjoining  mead;- 

VI. 

Philander  and  Cleora,  happy  pair, 

Tafte  the  cool  breezes  of  the  gentle  wind; 
Their  breafts  from  guilt,  their  looks  are  free  from  care, 

Sure  index  of  a  calm  contented  mind. 

VII, 
*Tis  here  in  virtuous  lore  the  Ihidious  fair 

Informs  her  babes,  nor  fcorns  herfelf  t*  improve, 
While  in  his  fmile  me  lives,  whofe  pleafing  care 

Diipenfes  knowledge  from  the  lips  of  love. 

VIII. 
No  wild  dciires  can  fpread  their  poifon  here, 

No  difcontent  their  peaceful  hours  attend ; 
Falfe  joys,  nor  flatt'ring  hopes,  nor  fervile  fear, 
Their  gentle  minds  with  jarring  paffions  rend* 

IX. 

Here  oft  in  pleafing  folitude  they  rove, 

Recounting  o'er  the  deeds  of  former  days  ; 

With  inward  joy  their  well-fpent  time  approve, 

And  feel  a  recompence  beyond  all  praife. 

X. 
Or  in  fweet  converfe  through  the  grove,  or  near 

The  fountain's  birnk,  or  where  the  arbour's  fliade 
Beats  back  the  heat,  fair  Virtue's  voice  they  hear, 

More  muiical  by  fweet  digreffions  made, 

XI.  With. 
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XL 

With  calm  dependence  every  good  they  taile, 

Yet  feel  their  neighbours'  wants  with  kind  regret, 
Kor  cheer  themfelves  alone  (a  mean  repafl !) 
But  deal  forth  bleflmgs  round  their  happy  feat. 

XII. 
'Tis  to  fuch  virtue,  that  the  Power  Supreme 

The  choiceft  of  his  bleffings  hath  deiign'd, 
An^l  Ihed  them  plenteous  over  every  clime, 
The  calm  delights  of  an  untainted  mind. 

XIII. 
Ere  yet  the  fad  effects  of  foolifh  pride. 

And  mean  ambition  itill  employ'd  in  {trite, 
And  luxury  did  o'er  the  world  prefide, 

Deprav'd  the  tafte,  and  pall'd  the  joys  of  life. 

XIV. 

For  fuch  the  Spring,  in  richeft  mantle  clad, 

Pours  forth  her  beauties  through  the  gay  parterre : 
And  Autumn's  various  bofom  is  o'eripread 

With  all  the  blufhing  fruits  that  crown  the  year. 

XV. 

Or  Summer  tempts,  in  golden  beams  array'd, 

Which  o'er  the  fields  in  borrowed  luftre  glow, 
To  meditate  beneath  the  cooling  made 

Their  happy  itate,  and  whence  their  bleffings  flow. 

XVI. 
JE'en  nigged  Winter  varies  but  their  joy, 

Painting  the  cheek  with  freih  vermilion-hue  ; 
And  thofe  rough  frolb  which  fofter  frames  annoy 

With  vigorous  health  their  ilack'fiing  nerves  renew. 

XVil.Froni 
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XVII. 
From  the  dark  bcfcm  of  the  dappled  Morn 

To  Phccbus  fiiining  with  meridian  light, 
Or  when  mild  Evening  does  the  Iky  adorn, 

Or  the  pale  moon  rides  through  the  fpangled  night  ; 

XVIII. 
The  varying  fcenes  in  every  virtuous  foul 

Each  pleafing  change  with  various  pleafures  blefs, 
Raiie  cheerful  hopes,  and  anxious  fears  controul, 
And  form  a  Paradife  of  inward  peace. 


To  the  Right  Hon.  Sir  ROBERT  WALPOLE, 

Quod  ccnfet  atnlcv.lus,  ut  Ji 
Ccecus  itcr  monjlrare  vclit*  *  KOR, 

By  the  Hon.  Mr.  DODINGTON-,    afterwards    Lord 
MELCOMBE. 

TH  O'  ilrength  of  genius,  by  experience  taught, 
Gives  thee  to  found  the  depth  of  human  thought^  " 
To  trace  the  various  workings  of  the  mind, 
And  rule  the  fecret  fprings  that  rule  mankind  ; 
R.are  gift  !  yet,  Walpole,  wilt  thou  condefcend 
To  lilten,  if  thy  unexperienc'd  friend 
Can  aught  of  ufe  impart,  though  void  of  fkiil, 

And  raiie  attention  by  iancere  good  will: 

For 
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For  friendfhip  fometimes  want  of  parts  fupplies* 
The  heart  may  furnifh  what  the  head  denies. 
As,  when  the  rapid  Rhine  o'er  fwelling  tides, 
To  grace  old  Ocean's  coaft,  in  triumph  rides, 
Though  rich  in  fource,  he  drains  a  thoufand  fprings, 
Nor  Icorns  the  tribute  each  fmall  riv'let  brings : 
So  thou  malt  hence  abforb  each  feeble  ray, 
Each  dawn  of  meaning  in  thy  brighter  day ; 
Shalt  like,  or,  where  thou  canft  not  like,iexcufe, 
Since  no  mean  intereft  (hall  prophane  the  Mufe ; 
No  malice  wrapt  in  truth's  difguife  offend, 
No  flattery  taint  the  freedom  of  a  friend. 

When  firit  a  generous  mind  furveys  the  great, 
And  views  tke  crowds  that  on  their  fortune  wait, 
Pleas'd  with  the  mew,   (though  little  underftood,) 
He  only  feeks  the  power,  to  do  the  good : 
Thinks,  till  he  tries,  'tis  godlike  to  difpofe, 
And  gratitude  {till  fprings,  when  bounty  flows  ; 
That  every  grant  fmcere  affection  wins, 
And  where  our  wants  have  end,  our  love  begins. 
But  they  who  long  the  paths  of  ftate  have  trod, 
Learn  from  the  clamours  of  the  murm'ring  crowd, 
Which-  eramm'd,  yet  craving,  Hill  their  gates  befiege^ . 
*Tis  ealier  far  to  give,  than  to  oblige. 
This  of  thy  conduct  feems  the  niceft  part, 
The  chief  perfection  of  the  tfatefman's  art, 
To  give  to  fair  afient  a  fairer  face^ 
Or  toften  a  refufal  into  grace* 

7  But 
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But  few  there  are,  that  can  be  freely  kind, 
Or  know  to  fix  the  favours  on  the  mind  ; 
Hence  fome  whene'er  they  would  oblige,  offend, 
And  while  they  make  the  fortune  lofe  the  friend  : 
Still  give  unthank'd ;  ftill  fquander,  not  be  (low  ; 
For  great  men  want  not  what  to  give,  but  how. 
The  race  of  men  that  follow  courts,  'tis  true, 
Think  all  they  get,  and  more  than  all,  their  due  ; 
Still  alk,  but  ne'er  confult  their  own  deferts, 
And  meafure  by  their  intereft,  not  their  parts. 
From  this  miftake  fo  many  men  we  fee 
But  ill  become  the  thing  they  wifh  to  be  : 
Hence  difcontent  and  frefh  demands  arife, 
More  power,  more  favour  in  the  great  man's  eyes  ? 
All  feel  a  wrant,  though  none  the  caufe  fufpec~ts, 
But  hate  their  patron  for  their  own  defects. 
Such  none  can  pleafe,  but  who  reforms  their  hearts, 
And  when  he  gives  them  places,  gives  them  parts. 
As  thefe  o'erprize  their  worth,  fo  fure  the  great 
May  fell  their  favours  at  too  dear  a  rate. 
When  merit  pines  while  clamour  is  preferred, 
And  long  attachment  waits  among  the  herd ; 
When  no  dilHnclion,  where  diltincl:ion's  due, 
Marks  from  the  many  the  fuperior  few  : 
When  flrong  cabal  conftrains  them  to  be  juft, 
And  makes  them  give  at  laft,  becaufe  they  mud ; 
What  hopes  that  men  of  real  worth  mould  prize 
What  neither  friendfhip  gives,  nor  merit  buys  ? 

VOL.  VI.  K  Thfc 
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The  man  who  juftly  o'er  the  whole  prefides, 

His  well-weigh'd  choice  with  wife  affedlion  guides ; 

Knows  when  to  flop  with  grace,  and  when  advance, 

Nor  gives  from  importunity,  or  chance : 

But  thinks  how  little  gratitude  is  ow'd, 

When  favours  are  extorted,  not  bellow'd. 

When  fafe  on  more  ourfelves,  we  fee  the  crowd 

Surround  the  great,  importunate  and  loud  : 

Through  fuch  a  tumult  'tis  no  eafy  talk 

To  drive  the  man  of  real  worth  to  alk ; 

Surrounded  thus,  and  giddy  with  the  mew, 

'Tis  hard  for  great  men  rightly  to  bellow  ; 

From  hence  fo  few  are  fldlPd  in  either  cafe, 

To  alk  with  dignity,  or  give  with  grace. 

Sometimes  the  great,  feduc'd  by  love  of  parts, 

Confult  our  genius,  but  neglect  our  hearts ; 

Pleas'd  with  the  glittering  fparks  that  genius  flingsr 

They  lift  us  towering  on  the  eagle's  wings ; 

Mark  out  the  flights  by  which  themfelves  begun, ' 

And  teach  our  dazzled  eyes  to  bear  the  fun, 

Till  we  forget  the  hand  that  made  us  great, 

And  grow  to  envy,  not  to  emulate. 

To  emulate  a  generous  warmth  implies, 

To  reach  the  virtues  that  make  great  men  rife  ; 

But  envy  wears  a  mean  malignant  face, 

And  aims  not  at  their  virtues, 'but  their' place. 

Such  to  oblige,  how  vain  is  flic  pretence  ! 

When  every  favour  is  a  frefli  offence, 

By 
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By  which  fuperior  power  is  flill  imply'd, 
Arid  while  it  helps  the  fortune,  hurts  the  pride. 
Slight  is  the  hate  neglecl  or  hardfhips  breed  ; 
But  thole  who  hate  from  envy,  hate  indeed. 
Since  fo  perplex' d  the  choice,  whom  ihall  we  truft  ? 
iVlethinks,  I  hear  thee  cry,  the  brave,  the  juft  ; 
The  man  by  no  mean  fears  or  hopes  controuPd, 
Who  ferves  thee  from  affeclioh,  not  for  gold ! 
We  love  the  honeft,  and  efteem  the  brave, 
Defpife  the  coxcomb,  but  deteit  the  knave* 
No  mew  of  parts  the  truly  wile  feduce, 
To  think  that  knaves  can  be  of  real  ufe. 
The  man  who  contradicts  the  public  voice, 
And  ilrives  to  dignify  a  worthlefs  choice, 
Attempts  a  tafic  that  on  the  choice  reflecls^ 
And  lends  us  light  to  point  out  new  defeats. 
One  worthlefs  man  that  gains  what  he  pretends^ 
Difgufts  a  thoufand  unpretending  friends: 
And  lince  no  art  can  make  a  counter  pafs, 
Or  add  the  weight  of  gold  to  mimic  brafs, 
When  princes  to  bad  ore  their  image  join, 
They  more  debafe  the  flamp  than  raife  the  coin* 
Be  thine  that  care,  true  merit  to  reward, 
And  gain  that  good  ;  nor  will  the  talk  be  hard. 
Souls  found  alike  fo  quick  by  nature  blend, 
An  honefl  man  is  more  than  half  thy  friend  : 
Him  no  mere  views,  no  hafte  to  rife,  mall  fway, 
Thy  choice  to  fully,  or  thy  truft  betray. 

K  2  Ambitiort 
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The  ravifii'd  fight  the  plea fing  landfcape  fills, 

Here  fmk  the  valleys,  and  there  riie  the  hills. 

Not  with  more  horror  nods  bleak  Calpe's a  height. 

Than  here  the  pittur'd  rock  aflounds  the  fight. 

Not  Thames  mere  devious -winding  leaves  his  fource,. 

Than  here  the  wand'ring  rivers  mape  their  courfe. 

Obliquely  lab'ring  runs  the  gurgling  rill ; 

Still  murm'ring  runs,  or  feems  to  murmur  ftifl. 

An  aged.oak,  with  hoary  mofs  o'erfpread, 

Here  lifts  aloft  its  venerable  head ; 

There  cverfli  ado  wing  hangs  a  facred  wood, 

And  nods  inverted  in  the  neighboring  flood. 

Each  tree  as  in  its  native  foreft  (hoots, 

Andblufhing  bends  with  Autumn's  golden  fruits. 

Thy  pencil  lends  the  rofe  a  lovelier  hue, 

And  gives  the  lily  fairer  to  our  view. 

Here  fruits  and  flow'rs  adorn  the  varied  year, 

And  paradife  with  all  its  fweets  is  here. 

There  Hooping  to  its  fall  a  tow'r  appears. 

With  tempefts  fhaken,  and  a  weight  of  years.    - 

The  daified  meadow,  and  the  woodland  green, 

]n' order  rife,  and  fill  the  various  fce'ne. 

Some  parts,  in  light  magnificently  drefs'd, 
Obtiufive  enter,   amd  (land  all  confefs'd ; 
Whilft  others  decently  in  fnades  are  thrown, 
And  by  concealing  make  their  beauties  known, 

3  Gibraltar. 

Alternate 


Alternate  thus,  and  mutual  is  their  aid, 
The  lights  'owe  half  their  lu£re  to  the  fliade. 

So  the  bright  fires  that  light  the  milky  way, 
Loft  and  extinguifh'd  in  the  iblar  ray  ; 
In  the  fun's  abfence  pour  a  flood  of  light, 
And  borrow  all  their  brightnefs  from  the  night. 

To  cheat  our  eyes,  how  well  doft  thou  contrive  ! 
Each  object  here  feems  roal  and  alive. 
Not  more  refembling  life  the  figures  Hand, 
Form'd  by  Lyfippus,  or  by  Phidias'  hand. 
Unnumber'd  beauties  in  the  piece  unite, 
Rufh  on  the  eye,  and  crowd  upon  the  light  ; 
At  once  our  wonder  and  delight  you  raife, 
We  view  with  pleafure,  and  with  rapture  praife. 


ODE  to  CUPID   on  VALENTINE'S   Day, 

BY    THE    SAME. 

COME,  thou  rofy-  dimpled  boy, 
Source  of  every  heart-felt  joy, 
Leave  the  blifsful  bow'rs  awhile, 
Paphos  and  the  Cyprian  ifle  : 
Vifit  Britain's  rocky  more, 
Britons  too  thy  pow'r  adore  ; 
Britons  hardy,  bold,  and  free, 
Own  thy  laws,  and  yield  to  thee. 
Source  of  every  heart-felt  joy, 
Come,  thou  rofy-dimpled  boy. 

K  4  Hafte 
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Hafte  to  Sylvia,  hafte  away  : 
This  is  thine,  and  Hymen's  day. 
Bid  her  thy  foft  bondage  wear, 
Bid  her  for  Love's  rites  prepare. 
Let  the  nymphs  with  many  a  flower 
Peck  the  facred  nuptial  bower. 
Thither  lead  the  lovely  fair  ; 
And  let  Hymen  too  be  there. 
This  is  thine,  and  Hymen's  day : 
Haile  to  Sylvia,  hafte  away. 

Only  while  we  love,  we  live ; 
Love  alone  can  pleafure  give. 
Pomp  and  power,  and  tinfel  ilate, 
Thofe  falfe  pageants  of  the  great, 
Crowns  and  fcepters,  envied  things, 
And  the  pride  of  Eaftern  kings, 
Are  but  childifh  empty  toys, 
When  compar'd  to  Love's  fwect  joys, 
Love  alone  can  pleafure  give  : 
Only  while  we  love,  we  live. 


To 


To  the  Worthy,  Humane,  Generous,  Reverend, 
and  Noble,  Mr.  FREDERICK  CORNWALLIS,  now 
Archbilhop  of  CANTERBURY. 

By  Dr.   SNEYD   DA  VIES. 

Written  in  the  Year  1743. 

IN  frolic's  hour,  ere  ferious  thought  had  birth, 
Tkere  was  a  time,  my  dear  Cornwallis,  when 
Fancy  would  take  me  on  her  airy  wing 
And  waft  to  views  romantic ;  there  difplay 
Some  motley  vifion,  lhade  and  fun :  the  cliff, 
O'er  hanging  fparkling  brooks  and  ruins  grey, 
Bade  me  meanders  trace,  and  catch  the  form 
Of  varying  clouds,  "and  rainbows  learn  to  paint. 

Sometimes  ambition,  bruming  by,  would  twitch 
My  fpirits,  and  with  winning  look  fublime 
Allure  to  follow.    What  though  fteep  the  track, 
Her  mountain's  top  would  overpay,  when  climb'd, 
The  fcaler's  toil ;  her  temple  there  was  fine, 
And  lovely  thence  the  profpecls.     She  could  tell 
Where 'laurels  grew,  whence  many  a  wreath  antique; 
But  more  ad  vis 'd  to  fhun  the  barren  twig, 
(What  is  immortal  verdure  without  fruit  ?) 

7  And 
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And  woo  feme  thi  ivitig  art :  her  num'rous  mines 
Were  open  to  the  fearcher's  Ikill  and  pains. 

Caught  by  th'  harangue,  heartbeat,  and  fluttering  pulfe, 

Sounded  irregular  marches,  to  be  gone 

What,  paufe  a  moment  when  Ambition  calls! 

No,  the  blood  gallops  to  tjie  ilillant  goal, 

And  throbs  to  reach  it.     Let  the  lame  lit  ftill* 

When  Fortune  gentle,  at  the  hill's  verge  extreme, 

Array'd  in  decent  robe,  and  plain  attire, 

Smiling  approaclvd  ;  and  what  occalion  aik'd 

Of  climbing  ?  She  already  provident 

Had  cater'd  well,  if  ilomach  could  digefl 

Her  viands,  and  a  palate  not  too  nice. 

Unfit  Hie  faid,  for  perilous  attempt, 

That  manly  limb  required,  and  fmews  tough. 

She  took,  and  lay'd  me  in  a  vale  remote, 
Amid  the  gloomy  fcene  of  fir  and  yew, 
On  apple  ground ;  where  Morpheus  ftrew'd  the  bed  ; 
Obfcurity  her  curtain  round  me  drew, 
And  fyren  Sloth  a  dull  quietus  fung. 

Sithencq  no  fairy  fights,  no  quick'ning  ray, 

No  fHr  of  pulfe,  nor  objects  to  entice 
r  J 

Abroad  the  fpirits ;  but  the  cleyfter'd  heart    , 
Sits  fquat-at  home,  like  pagod  in  a  nitch 
Demure;  or  grandees  with  nod- watching  eye, 
And  folded  arms,  in  prefence  of  the  throne, 
Turk,  or  Indoftan — Cities,  forums,  courts, 

And 
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And  prating  fanhedrims,  and  drumming  wars, 

Affect  no  more  than  {lories  told  to  bed 

Lethargic,  which  at  intervals  the  fick 

Hears  and  forgets,  and  wakes  to  doze  again. 

Inftead  of  converfe  and  variety, 

The  fame  trite  round,  the  fame  ftale  filent  fcene  ; 

Such  are  thy  comforts,  bleifed  Solitude  i 

But  Innocence  is  there,  but  Peace  all  kind, 
And  fimple  Quiet  with  her  downy  couch, 
Meads  lovving,  tune  of  birds,  and  lapfe  of  ftreams  j 
And  Saunter  with  a  book  ;  and  warbling  Mule, 
Jn  praife  of  hawthorns.— Life's  whole  bufinefe  this  J 
Is  it  to  bafk  i'  th'  fun  ?  if  fo,  a  fnail 
Were  happy  crawling  on  a  fouthern  wall. 

Why  fits  Content  upon  a  cottage  fill 
At  even-tide  ;  and  bleffeth  the  coarfe  meal 
Jn  footy  corner  ?  why  fweet  (lumbers  wait 
Th'  hard  pallet  ?  not  becaufe  from  haunt  remote, 
Sequ^fter'd  in  a  dingle's  buflvy  lap  : 
'Tis  labour  makes  the  peafant's  fav'ry  fare, 
And  works  out  his  repofe  :  for  eafe  muft  afk 
The  leave  of  diligence  to  be  enjoy'd. 

Oh  !  liicen  not  to  that  enchantrefs  Eafe 
With  feeming  fmile  ;  her  palatable  cup 
By  ftanding  grows  infipid  ;  and  beware 
Perdition,  for  there's  poifon  in  the  lees. 
What  health  impaired,  and  crowds  inaclive  mainrd  ! 
What  daily  martyrs  to,  her  fliiggifh  caufe ! 
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Lefs  ftri&  devoir  the  Rufs  and  Perfian  claim 
Defpotic  ;  and,  as  fubjecls  long  inur'd 
To  fervile  burden,  grow  fupine  and  tame  :— 
So  fares  it  with  our  fov'reign,  and  her  train. 

What  tho'  with  lure  fallacious  me  pretend 
From  worldly  bondage  to  fet  free  ;  what  gain 
Her  votaries  ?  What  avails  from  iron  chains 
Exempt,  if  rofy  fetters  bind  as  fail  ? 

Beflir,  and  anfwer  your  creation's  end. 
Think  we  that  man  with  vig'rous  pow'r  endow  Jd, 
And  room  to  ftretch,  was  deftin'd  to  fit  Hill  ? 
Sluggards  are  Nature's  rebels,  flight  her  laws, 
Nor  live  up  to  the  terms  on  which  they  hold 
Their  vital  leafe.    Laborious  terms  and  hard  ! 
But  fuch  the  tenure  of  our  earthly  Hate  ! 
Riches  and  fame  are  Induftry's  reward; 
The  nimble  runner  courfes  Fortune  down, 
And  then  he  banquets,  for  (he  feeds  the  bold. 

Think  what  you  owe  your  country,  what  yourfelf. 
If  fplendor  charm  not,  yet  avoid  the  fcorn 
That  treads  on  lowly  ilations.     Think  of  fome 
Affiduous  booby  mounting  o'er  your  head, 
And  thence  with  faucy  grandeur  looking  down : 
Think  of  (Reflection's  ftab  1 )  the  pitying  friend 
With  moulder  fhrugg'd,  and  forry.     Think  that  Time 
Has  golclen  minutes,  if  difcreetly  feiz'd  : 
And  if  fome  fad  example,  indolent, 
To  warn  and  fcare  be  wanting—*— think  of  me* 

To 
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pow'r,  and  weak  allies,  and  war,  and  want—  » 
No  more  of  that,  my  friend  ;  you  touch  a  firing 
That  hurts  my  ear.     All  politics  apart, 
Except  a  gen'rous  wiih,  a  glowing  pray'r 
For  Britifh  welfare,  commerce,  glory,  peace* 
Give  party  to  the  winds  :  it  is  a  word, 
A  phantom  found,  by  which  the  cunning  great 
Whittle  to  their  dependents  :  a  decoy, 
To  gull  th'  unwary  :  where  the  matter  (lands 
Encouraging  his  minions,  his  train'd  birds, 
Fed  and  carefs'd,  their  fpecies  to  betray. 
See,  with  what  hollow  blandifhment  and  art 
They  lead  the  winged  captives  to  the  fnare  ; 
Fools  !  that  in  open  aether  might  have  foar'd, 
Free  as  the  air  they  cut  ;  fipt  pureft  rills  ; 
Bin'd  with  the  Thames,  or  bath'd  in  cryftal  lakes. 

Heav'n  knows,  it  is  not  infolence  that  fpeaks  i 
The  tribute  of  refpecl,  to  greatnefs  due, 
Not  the  brib'd  fycophant  more  willing  pays, 

Still, 
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Still,  Hill  as  much  of  party  be  retain'cl, 
As  principle  requires,  and  fenfe  directs ; 
Elfe  our  vain  bark,  without  a  rudder,  floats* 
The  fcorn  and  paftime  of  each  veering  gale* 

This  gentle  evening  let  the  fun  defcend 
Untroubled;  while  it  paints  your  ambient  hills 
With  faded  luftre,  and  a  fweet  farewell : 
Here  is  our  feat.     That a  cafUe  oppofite, 
Proud  of  its  woody  crefi,  adorns  the  fcene. 

Dictate,  O  vers'd  in  books,  and  juft  of  tafte, 
Dictate  the  pleaiing  theme  of  our  difcourfe. 
Shall  we  trace  fcience  from  her  Eaftern  home 
Chaldean  ?  or  the  banks  of  Nile  ?  where  Thebes, 
Nurfing  her  daughter  arts,  majeftic  flood, 
And  pour'd  forth  knowledge  from  an  hundred  gates. 
There  fir  ft  the  marble  learn "d  to  mimic  form  ; 
The  pillar M  temple  rofe  j   and  pyramids, 
Whole  undecaying  grandeur  laughs  at  Time. 
Birth-place  of  letters ;  where  the  fun  was  fliewn 
His  radiant  way,  and  heavens  were  taught  to  rolk 

There  too  the  Mufes  tunM  their  earliefl  lyre. 
Warbling  foft  numbers  to  Serapis'  ear ; 
'Till,  chas'd  by  tyrants,  or  a  milder  clime 
Inviting,  they  remov'd  with  pilgrim  harp,- 
And  all  their  band  of  melody  to  Greece. 

a  A  caftle  belonging  to  the  Eail  of  Oxford. 


t    ««    ) 

As  when  a  flock  of  linnets,  if  perchance 
Deliver'd  from  the  falcon's  talon,  fly 
With  trembling  wing  to  covert,  and  their  notes 
Renew,  tell  every  bulh  of  their  eicape, 
And  trill  their  merry  thanks  to  Liberty. 

The  tuneful  tribe,  pleas M  with  their  new  abode, 
Polifh'd  the  rude  inhabitants;  whence  tales 
Of  liiVning  woods,  and  rocks  that  danc'd  to  found, 
Hear  the  full  chorus  lifting  hymns  to  Jove  ! 
Linus  and  Orpheus  catch  the  ilrain ;  and  all 
•The  raptur'd  audience  utter  loud  applauie  ! 

A  fong,  believe  me,  was  no  trifle  Then  : 
Weighty  the  Mufe's  talk,  and  wide  her  fway : 
Her's  was  Religion;  the  refounding  Fanes 
Echo'd  her  language ;  Polity  was  her 'j; 

And  the  world  bow'd  to  legiilative  verfe. 

As  flates  increas'd,  and  governments  were  form'd, 

Her  aid  lefs  ufeful,  ftie  retirM  to  grots 

And  fhady  bow'rs,  content  to  teach  and  pleafe. 

Under  her  laurel  frequent  bards  repos'd ; 

Voluble  Pindar  troll'd  his  rapid  fong, 

And  Sappho  breath'd  her  fpirited  complaint. 

Hence  iprung  the  tragic  rage,  the  lyric  charm, 

And  Homer's  genuine  thunder.— Happy  Greece  \ 

Blefs'd  in  her  offspring  !  Seat  of  eloquence, 

Of  arms  and  reafon;  patriot-virtue's  feat! 

Did  the  lun  thither  dart  uncommon  rays ! 

i  Did 
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Did  feme  preiiding  genius  hover  o'er 

That  animated  Ibil  with  brooding  wings  ? 

The  fad  reverfe  might  flart  a  gentle  tear. 

Go,  fearch  for  Athens ;  her  deierted  ports 

Enter,  a  noifelefs  folitary  more, 

Where  commerce  crouded  the  Pirasan  ftrand. 

Trace  her  dark  ftreets,  her  wall-embarrafs'd  fhrines  *  j 

And  peniive  wonder,  where  her  glories  beam'd. 

Where  are  her  orators,  her  fages,  now? — 

Shattered  her  mould'ring  arcs,  her  tow'rs  in  duft,— 

But  far  lefs  ruin'd,  than  her  foul  decay'd. 

The  Hone,  infcrib'd  to  Socrates,  debas'd 

To  prop  a  reqling  cot. — Minerva's  dome 

Pofieis'd  by  thofe,  who  never  kifs'd  her  fliield. 

—Upon  the  mount  where  old  Mufaeus  fung, 

Sits  the  gruff  turban'd  captain,  and  exacts 

Harffy  tribute  I — In  the  grove,  where  Plato  taught 

His  polifh'd  ft  rain  fublime,  a  ftupid  Turk 

Is  preaching  ignorance  and  Mahomet. 

(Where  Hcc,  whom  only  dauntlefs  Philip  fear'd, 

Shook  the  aftonilh'd  throng ;  —    here  holy  Paid 

HaranguM  the  Pagan  multitude,  and  brought 

To  ilaring  human  wifdom  news  from  heav'n.) 

Turn  next  to  Rome :— Is  that  the  clime,  the  place, 
Where,  on  hislaurePd  throne,  with  tuneful  choirs 
Of  arts  furrounded,  great  Augufhis  reign'd  ? 

*  Wheeler's  Travels,  p.  346,  347,  38?,  300.  t  Demolihenes. 
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And  (greater  far)  the  venerable  band 

Of  elder  heroes  (fame's  eternal  theme  !) 

In  fplendid  huts,  and  noble  poverty, 

Brave  for  their  country  liv'd,  and  fought,  and  died, 

Heav'n  !  what  firm  Souls !  who  knew  not  gold  had  price, 
Nor  perfidy,  nor  bafenefs  knew. — They,  they, 
The  demi-gods  of  Rome  !  whofe  mafter  voice, 
Whofe  awe-commanding  eye,  more  terror  flruck, 
Than  rods,  and  lictors,  and  Praetorian  bands. 
Could  the  pure  crimfon  tide,  the  noblefl  blood, 
In  all  the  world,  to  fuch  pollution  turn  : 
Like  Jordan's  river,  pouring  his  clear  flood 
Into  the  black  Afphaltus*  flimylake? 

Patrons  of  wit,  and  vi&ors  of  mankind, 
Bards,  warriors,  worthies,  (revolution  ftrange!) 
Are  pimps,  and  fidlers,  mountebanks,  and  moakf,' 
In  Tully's  hive,  rich  magazine  of  iweets  ! 
The  lazy  drones  are  buzzing,  or  afleep. 

But  we  forgive  the  living  for  the  dead  ; 
Indebted  more  to  Rome  than  we  can  pay  : 
Of  a  long  dearth  prophetic,  me  laid  in 
A  feaft  for  ages. — O  thou  banquet  nice! 
Where  the  foul  riots  with  fecure  excefs. 
What  heart-felt  blifs !  what  pleafure-winged  hours 
Traniported  owe  we  to  her  letter'd  ions  !-— 
We,  by  their  favour,  Tyber's  ban  s  enjoy, 
Their  temples  trace,  and  fture  their  noble  games  j 

V«L.  VI.  L  Enter 
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Enter  the  crowded  theatre  at  will ; 
March  to  the  forum  j  hear  the  conful  plead  ; 
'  Are  prefent  in  the  thund'ring  Capitol 
WKen  Tully  fpeaks.— At  loiter  hours,  attend 
harmonious  Virgil  to  his  Mantuan  farm, 
Or  Baia's  Ihore  : — how  often  drink  his  flraios, 
Rural,  or  epic,  fweet !. — how  often  rove 
With  Horace,  bard  and  moralift  benign  ! 
With  happy  Horace  rove,  in  fragrant  paths 
Of  myrtle  bowers,  by  Tivoli's  cafcadc. 

Hail,  precious  pages  1  that  amuie  and  teach^ 
Exalt  the  genius,  and  improve  the  breait. 
Ye  fage  hiicorians,  all  your -ilores  unfold, 
Reach  your  clear  fleady  mirror ;— in  tHat  glafo 
The  forms  of  geod  and  ill  are  well  pourtray'd. 

But  chiefly  thou-,  fupreme  Philofophy ! 
Shed  thy  bleit  influence  j-  with  thy  train  appeal? 
Of  graces  mild  :-  far  be  the  Stoic  boaft, 
The  Cyrics  fnarl,  and  churlifli  pedantry. 
Bright  viiitant,  if  not  too  high  my  wifli, 
Come  in  the  lovely  drcis  you  wore,  a  gueilj 
At  Plato's  table ;  or  in  ftudious  walks, 
In  green  Frefcati's  academic  groves, 
The  Roman  feafting  his  felecled  friends. 

Tamer  of  pride  !  at  thy  ferene  rebuke 
See  crouching  ififolcnce,  fpleen,  and  revenge 
Before  thy  fhining  taper  difappear. 

Tutor 
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iTutor  oif  hilman  life  !  aufpicious  guide  ! 

Whofe  faithful  clue  unravels  every  maze  : 

Whole  Ikill  can  difengage  the  tangled  thorn> 

And  fmooth  the  rock  to  down  !  whofe  magic  powers 

Controul  each  ilorm^  and  bid  the  roar  be  dill. 


VACATION. 


By 
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HENCE  fage,  myfterious  Law^ 
That  fitt'ft  with  rugged  brow,  and  crabbed  look 

O'er  thy  black-letter'd  book, 
And  the  night-watching  ftudent  itrik'ft  with  awe ; 

Away  with  thy  dull  train, 
Slow-pac'd  Advice,  Surmife,  and  fquint-ey'd  Doubt ; 

Dwell  with  the  noify  rout 
Of  bufy  men,  'mid  cities  and  throng'd  halls, 

Where  Clamour  ceaieleis  bawls, 
And  Enmity  and  Strife  thy  flate  fuftain. 

But  oh  me  thy  bleffings  pour, 

Sweet  Vacation.     Thee,  of  yore, 

In  all  her  youth  and  beauty's  prime,, 

Summer  bore  to  aged  Time, 

As  he  one  funny  morn  beheld  her 

Tending  a  field  of  corn :  the  elder 

There  'mid  poppies  red  and  blue, 

Unfufpe<fted  nearer  drew, 
Lz 
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And,  with  foftly-fliding  pace 
HafVning  to  a  ftol'n  embrace, 
Fiird  her  with  thee;  and  joy  and  mirth 
Hung  on  thy  aufpicious  birth. 
Come,  fweet  goddefs;  full  of  play, 
Ever  unconfin'd  and  gay, 
Bring  the  leifure  Hours  with  thee 
Leading  on  the  Graces  three 
Dancing ;  nor  let  aught  detain 
The  Holidays,  a  fmiling  train : 
Whofe  fair  brows  let  Peace  ferene 
Crown  with  olive-branches  green. 
Bring  too  Health  with  ruddy  cheek, 
Lively  air,  and  countenance  fleck, 
Attended,  as  {he's  wont  to  be, 
With  all  her  jolly  company 
Of  exercifes,  chace,  and  flight, 
A6tive  ftrength,  and  cunning  Height, 
Nimble  feats,  and  playful  bouts, 
Leaps  of  joy.  and  cheerful  fliouts, 
Tricks  and  pranks,  and  fports  and  games 
Such  as  youthful  Fancy  frames. 
And,  O  kind  goddefs,  add  to  thefe 
Cheerful  Content,  and  placid  Eafe ; 
Not  her  who  fondly  iitteth  near, 
Dull  Indolence  in  elbow'd  chair; 
But  Eafe  who  aids  th'  harmonious  Nine, 
Tuning  their  inftruments  divine, 

And 


And  without  whom,  in  lofty  drain, 
Phoebus*  client  tries  in  vain 
To  raife  the  feeble  voice  above 
The  crowd,  and  catch  the  ear  of  Jove. 
And  do  thou,  Vacation,  deign 
To  let  me  pafs  among  thy  train; 
So  may  T,  thy  vot'ry  true, 
All  thy  flow'ry  paths  purfue, 
Pleafed  ftill  with  thee  to  meet 
In  fome  friendly  rural  feat ; 
Where  I  gladfome  oft*  furvey 
Nature  in  her  beft  array, 
Woods  and  lawns  and  lakes  between, 
Fields  of  corn  and  hedges  green, 
Fallow  grounds  of  tawny  hue, 
Biftant  hills,  and  mountains  blue ; 
On  whofe  ridge  far  off  appears 
A  wood  (the  growth  of  many  years) 
Of  aweful  oak,  or  gloomy  pine, 
Above  th'  horizon's  level  line 
Rifing  black :  fuch  thofe  of  old 
Where  Britilh  druids  wont  to  hold 
Solemn  aflemblies,  and  to  keep 
Their  rites,  unfolding  myiVries  deep, 
Such  that  fam'd  Dodona's  grove, 
Sacred  to  prophetic  Jove. 
Oft  I  admire  the  verdant  fleep, 
Spotted  white  with  many  a  fheep, 
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While,  in  pailures  rich  below 

Among  the  grazing  cattle,  flow 

Moves  the  bull  with  heavy  treadl 

Hanging  down  his  lumpifli  head, 

And  the  prou$  Heed  neigheth  oft* 

Shaking  his  wanton  mane  aloft. 

Or,  traverfing  tl)e  wood  about, 

The  jingling  packhorfe -bells  remote 

J  hear,  amid  the  noontide  IKllnefs, 

Sing  through  the  air  with  brally  mrillnefs ; 

What  time  the  waggon's  cumbrous  load 

Grates  along  the  grav'lly  road : 

There  onward,  dreis'd  in  homely  guife, 

Some  unregarded  maiden  hies. 

Unlefs  by  chance  a  traveling  'fquire, 

Of  bale  intent  and  foul  delire, 

Stops  to  inmare,  with  fpeech  beguiling, 

Sweet  innocence  and  beauty  fmiling, 

Nor  fail  1  joyful  to  partake 

The  lively  fports  of  country  wake, 

Where  many  a  lad  and  many  a  lafs 

Foot  ii  on  the  clofe-trod  grafs. 

Thcie  nimWe  Ma/ian  of  the  green 

Matches  in  the  jig  is  feen, 

Allcnv'd  b  \f  i     compare  by  all 

ic  beauty  cof  the  ruffafball: 
While  the  tripping  dau'icls  near, 
Stands  a  lout  \virii  v/aggiih  leer; 

He, 
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He,  if  Marian  chance  to  {hew 
Her  taper  leg'  and  flocking  blue, 
Winks  and  nods  and  laughs  aloud, 
Among  the  merry-making  crowd, 
Utt'ring 'forth,  in  aukwaid  jeer, 
Words  uameet  for^ virgin's  ear. 
Soon  as  ev'uing  clouds  have  filed 
Their  wat'ry  ftore  on  earth's  foft  bed, 
And  through  their  flowing  mantles  thia, 
Clear  azure  fpots  of  Iky  are  feen, 
I  quit  fome  oak's  clofe-cover'd  bowY, 
To  tafte  the  boon  of  new-fall'n  fliow'r, 
To  pace  the  corn -field's  grafly  edge 
Clofe  by  a  freftVblown  fweet-briar  hedge; 
While  at  ever}'  green  leaf's  end 

Pearly  drops  of  rain  depend, 

And  an  earthy  fragrance  'round 

Riks  from  the  moiilen'd  ground. 

S-udden  a  fun-beam  darting  out, 

Brightens  the  landllyp  all  about, 

With  yellow  light  the  grove  o'erfp reads, 

And  tips  with  gold  the  haycocks'  heads : 

Then  as  mine  eye  is  eaihvard  led, 

Some  fair  ca file  rears  its  head, 

Whofe  height  the  country  round  command?, 

Well  known  mark  to  diilaut  lands, 

There  the  windows  glowing  bright 

JBlaze  from  afar  with  nuldv  light, 

i-  4  BorrowM 
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Borrow 'd  from  clouds  of  fcarlet  dye, 
Juft  as  the  iun  hath  left  the  fky. 
But  if  chill  Eurus  cut  the  air 
With  keener  wing,  I  then  repair 
To  park  or  woodland,  fhelter  meet, 
Near  iome  noble's  ancient  feat, 
Where  long  winding  walks  are  feen 
Stately  oaks  and  elms  between, 
Whofe  arms  promifcuous  form  abov» 
High  over-arch'd  a  green  alcove; 
While  the  hoarfe-voic'd  hungry  rook 
Near  her  flick  -built  neft  doth  croak, 
Waving  on  the  topmait  bough ; 
And  the  mailer  flag  below 
Bellows  loud  with  favage  roar, 
Stalking  all  his  hinds  before. 
Thus  mufing,  night  with  even  pace 
Steals  on,  o'erfhad'wing  nature's  face; 
While  the  bat  with  dulky  wings 
Flutters  round  in  giddy  rings, 
And  the  buzzing  chaffers  come 
Clofe  by  mine  ear  with  folemn  hum. 
Homeward  now  my  fleps  I  guide 
Some  rifmg  grafly  bank  belide, 
Studded  thick  with  fparks  of  light 
IlTuing  from  many  a  glow-worm  bright  j 
While  village-cur  with  minute  bark 
Alarms  the  pilf* rer  in  the  dark, 

Save 
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Save  what  light  the  ftars  convey, 
Clu&er'd  in  the  milky  way, 
Or  fcatter'd  mimberlefs  on  high 
Twinkling  all  o'er  the  boundlefs  iky. 
Then  within  doors  let  me  meet 
The  viol  touch'd  by  finger  neat, 
Or,  foft  fymphonies  among 
Wrap  me  in  the  facred  fong, 
Attun'd  by  Handel's  matchlefs  Ikill, 
While  Attention  mute  and  Hill 
Fixes  all  my  foul  to  hear 
The  voice  harmonious,  fweet  and  clear. 
Nor  let  imooth-tongu'd  Converfe  fail, 
With  many  a  well-devifed  tale, 
And  ftories  link'd,  to  twift  a  chain 
That  may  awhile  old  Time  detain, 
And  make  him  reft  upon  his  fcythc 
Pleas'd  to  fee  the  hours  fo  blithe : 
While,  with  iweet  attractive  grace, 
The  beauteous  houfewife  of  the  place 
Wins  the- heart  of  ever)'  gueft 
By  courteous  deeds,  and  all  conteft 
Which  (hall  readieft  homage  mew- 
To  fuch  fov'reign  fweetnefs  due. 
Thefe  delights,  Vacation,  give, 
And  I  with  thee  will  ehoofe  to  lire. 


To 
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To  3  L  A  D  Y  very  handfome,   but  too  fond  of 
DRESS. 


BY  THE  SAME, 

PRYTHEE  why  fo  fantaftic  and  vain  ? 
What  charms  can  the  toilet  fupply  ? 
Why  fo  fhidious,  admirers  to  gain  ? 

Need  beauty  lay  traps  for  the  eye? 
Becaufe  that  thy  breaft  is  fo  fair, 

Muft  thy  tucker  be  ftill  fetting  right  ? 
£nd  canft  thou  not  laughing  forbear, 
Becaufe  that  thy  teeth  are  fo  white? 

Sh-all  fovereign  beauty  defcend 

To  acl:  fo  ignoble  a  part? 
Whole  hours  at  the  looking-glafs  fpend, 

A  flave  to  the  dilates  of  art  ? 
And  cannot  thy  heart  be  at  reft 

Unlefs  thou  excelleit  each  fair 
In  trinkets  and  trumpery  drefs'd  ? 

Js  not  that  a  fuperfluous  care  ? 

?  Vain, 
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Vain,  idle  attempt !  to  pretend 

The  lily  with  whitenefs  to  deck ! 
Does  the  rich  folitaire  recommend 

The  delicate  turn  of  thy  neck  ? 
The  glofiy  bright  hue  of  thy  hair 

Can  powder  or  jewels  adorn  ? 
Can  perfumes  or  vermillions  compare 

With  the  breath  or  the  bluiii  of  the  morn  3 

When,  embarrafs'd  with  baubles  and  toys, 

Thou'rt  fet  out  fo  enqrmoufly  fine, 
Over-doing  thy  purpofe  deftroys, 

And  to  pleafe  thou  haft  too  much  defign  2 
J-ittle  know'lt  thou,  how  beauty  beguiles, 

How  alluring  the  innocent  eye ; 
What  fweetnefs  in  natural  fmiles, 

And  what  charms  in  fimplicity  lie. 

Thee  Nature  with  beauty  has  clad, 

With'  genuine  ornaments  drefs'd; 
Nor  can  Art  an  embellhliment  add 

To  fet  off  what  already  is  belt: 
Be  it  thine,  lelf-accomplifhjd  to  reign  : 

Bid  the  toiltt  be  far  fet  apart, 
And  difmifs  with  an  honeft  difdain 

That  impertinent  Abigail,  Art. 


ANACREON, 
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A   N   A   C   R   E    O   N.       ODE  III. 

Tranflated  by  the  Same. 

IN  the  dead  of  the  night,  when  with  labour  opprefs'd 
All  mortals  enjoy  the  calm  bleffing  of  reft, 
Cupid  knock'd  at  my  door ;  I  awoke  with  a  noife, 
And  "  who  is  it  (I  cali'd)  that  my  fleep  thus  deftroys?" 

"  You  need  not  be  frighten'd,  he  anfwered  mild, 
"  Let  me  in ;  I'm  a  little  unfortunate  child ; 
*'  'Tis  a  dark  rainy  night;   and  I'm  wet  to  the  fkin; 
"  And  my  way  I  have  loft;  and  do,  pray,  let  me  in." 

I  was  mov'd  with  companion;  and  ftriking  a  light, 

I  open'd  the  door  ;  when  a  boy  ftood  in  fight, 

Who  had  wings  on  his  moulders ;  the  rain  from  him  drippM ; 

With  a  bow  and  with  arrows  too  he  was  equipp'd. 

I  ftirr'd  up  my  fire,  and  clofe  by  its  fide 

I  fet  him  down  by  me:  with  napkins  I  dried, 

I  chaf'd  him  all  over,  kept  out  the  cold  air, 

And  I  wrung  with  my  hands  the  wet  out  of  his  hair. 

He  from  wet  and  from  cold  was  no  fooner  at  eafe, 
But  taking  his  bow  up,  he  faid,  *«  If  you  pleafe 
•'  \Ye.  will  try  it  j  I  would  by  experiment  know 
44  If  the  wet  hath  not  damaged  the  firing  of  my  bow." 

Forthwitk 
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Forthwith  from  his  quiver  an  arrow  he  drew, 
To  the  itring  he  apply'd  it,  and  twang  went  the  yew  ; 
The  arrow  was  gone  ;    in  my  bofom  it  center'd  ; 
No  fling  of  a  hornet  more  iharp  ever  enter'd. 

Away  (kipp'd  the  urchin,  as  brilk  as  a  bee, 

And  laughing,  "  I  wim  you  much  joy,  friend,  quoth  he 

'  c  My  bow  is  undamag'd,  for  true  went  the  dart  ; 

"  But  you  will  have  trouble  enough  with  your  heart." 


An  Imitation  of  HORACE,   Book  III.    Ode  2, 

Anguftam  amice  ^  &c. 
By  Mr.  TITLEY*,  to  Dr.  BENTLEY. 

HE  that  would  great  in  fcience  grow, 
By  whom  bright  Virtue  is  ador'd, 
At  firft  mufl  be  content  to  know 
An  humble  roof,  an  homely  board. 

With  want  and  rigid  college  laws 

Let  him,  inurd  betimes,  comply  ; 
Firm  to  religion's  facred  caufe, 

The  learned  combat  let  him  try; 

a  Walter  Titley,  Ef<j;  afterwards  refident  at  the  court  of  Denmark. 

s  t* 
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Let  him  her  envied  praifcs  tell  j 

And  all  his  eloquence  clifclofe 
The  fierce  endeavours  to  repel, 

And  itill  the  tumult  of  her  foes* 

Him  early  form'd,  and  feaibn'd  young. 
Subtle  oppoft-rs  foon  will  fear, 

And  tremble  at  his  artful  tongue, 
Like  Parthians  at  the  Roman  Ipear* 

Grim  death,  th'  inevitable  lot 

Which  fools  and  cowards  flrive  to  fly, 

Is  with  a  noble  pleafure  fought 
By  him  who  dare's  for  truth  to  dig* 

With  pureft  luftre  of  her  own 

Exalted  Virtue  ever  mines, 
Nor,  as  the  vulgar  fmile  or  frown, 

Advances  now,  and  now  declines; 

A  glorious  and  immortal  prize, 
She  on  her  hardy  fon  bellows, 
She  fhevvs  him  heaven,  and  bids  him  rife, 

Though  pain,  and  toil,  and  death  oppofe : 
With  lab'ring  flight  he  wings  th*  obftructed  way, 
Leaving  both  common  fouls  and  common  clay* 


A  Reply 


A  Reply  to  a   Copy   of   Verfes   made   in  Imitation 
of  Book  ill.  Ode  2.  of  H  o  R  A  c  E. 

Angtiftam,  amice,  pavperiem  pati,  &c. 

And  fern  by  Mr.  TITLEY  to  Dr.  BENTLEY* 

By  Dr.  BENTLEY. 

WH  O  ilrives  to  mount  Parnaflus'  hill, 
And  thenee  poetic  laurels  bring, 
Muft  firft  acquire  due  force,  and  fkill, 
fly  with  fwa-n's,  or  eagle's  wing* 


Who  nature's  treafures  would  explore, 

Her  myiteries  and  arcana  know, 
Mrrft  high  as  lofty  Newton  foar, 

Mull  ftoop  as  delving  Woodward*  low* 

Who  fhidies  ancient  laws  and  rites, 

Tongues,  arts,  and  arms,  and  hiftory, 
Mull  drudge  like  Selden  days  and  nights, 

And  in  the  endlefs  labour  die. 

a  Dr.  John  Woodward.  See  his  Eff^y  towards  a  Natural  H'fary  of 
ike  Earth  and  ttrrejlrial  Bodies,  efyecially  Minerals  ;  at  alfo  of  the  Sea, 
Ri-vfrt,  and  Sf  rings.  Witb  an  Account  of  the  Unlverfal  Dtlugtt  and  of  the 
;t  bad  uttfi  tbt  Eartb.  8vo.  1695, 

Who 
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Who  travels  in  religious  jars 

(Truth  mixt  with  error,  (hade  with  rays,) 
Like  Whiflon  wanting  pyx  or  ftars, 

In  ocean  wide  or  finks  or  flrays. 

But  grant  our  hero's  hope  long  toil 
And  comprehenuve  genius  crown, 

All  fciences,  all  arts  his  fpoil, 

Yet  what  reward,  or  what  renown? 

Envy,  innate  in  vulgar  fouls, 
Envy,  fteps  in  and  flops  his  rife ; 

Envy,  with  poifon'd  tarnifh  fouls 
His  luftre,  and  his  worth  decries. 

He  lives  inglorious,  or  in  want, 

To  college  and  old  books  confin'd ; 
Jnftead  of  learn 'd  he's  call'd  pedant, 
Dunces  advanc'd  he's  left  behind : 
Yet  left  content,  a  genuine  ftoic  he, 
Great  without  patron,  rich  without  South-tea. 


Infcriptioa 
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INSCRIPTION  on  a  GROTTO  of  Shells  at  CRUX- 
EAST  ON  %  the  Work  of  Nine  young  Ladies h. 

By  Mr.  POPE. 

HERE,  fhunning  idlenefs  at  once  and  praife, 
This  radiant  pile  nine  rural  lifters  mile ; 
The  glitteiing  emblem  of  each  ipo:lefs  dayie, 
Clear  as  her  foul,  and  mining  as  her  frame  j 
Beauty  which  Nature  only  can  impart, 
And  fuch  a  pohfh  as  difgraces  Art; 
But  Fate  difpos'd  them  in  his  humble  fort, 
And  hid  in  defarts  what  would  charm  a  court. 


VERSES  occailoned   by  feeing   a  GROTTO  built  by 
Nine  Sifters. 

By  N.  HERBERT,  Efq. 

SO  much  this  building  entertains  my  fight, 
Nought  but  the  builders  can  give  more  delight; 
In  them  the  mailer-piece  of  Nature's  (hewn, 
In  this  I  fee  Art's  mafter-piece  in  ilone. 
O  !  Nature,  Nature,  thou  hail  conquered  Art ; 
She  charms  the  fight  alone,  but  you  the  heart. 

*  In  the  county  of  Hants,  the  feat  of  Edward  Lille,  Efq. 

b  Mifs  liiilcs,  daughters  of  Edward  Lillt,   Efq;  and  filters  to  l>r. 

Lifle.* 
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Who  travels  in  religious  jars 

(Truth  mixt  with  error,  fhade  \vith  rays,) 
Like  Whifton  wanting  pyx  or  ftars, 

In  ocean  wide  or  finks  or  flrays. 

But  grant  OUT  hero's  hope  long  toil 
And  comprehenfive  genius  crown, 

All  fciences,  all  arts  his  fpoil, 

Yet  what  reward,  or  what  renown? 

Envy,  innate  in  vulgar  fouls, 
Envy,  fleps  in  and  flops  his  rife ; 

Envy,  with  poifon'd  tarnifh  fouls 
His  luftre,  and  his  worth  decries. 

He  lives  inglorious,  or  in  want, 

To  college  and  old  books  confin'd ; 
Jnftead  of  learn'd  he's  call'd  pedant, 
Dunces  advanced  he's  left  behind : 
Yet  left  content,  a  genuine  ftoic  he, 
Great  without  patron,  rich  without  South-fea. 


Infcriptkm 
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INSCRIPTION  on  a  GROTTO  of  Shells  at  CRUX 
EAST  ON  a,  the  Work  of  Nine  young  Ladies  h. 

By  Mr.  POPE. 

HERE,  fhunning  idlenefs  at  once  and  praife, 
This  radiant  pile  nine  rural  lifters  raiie  ; 
The  glittesing  emblem  of  each  fpotlefs  dame, 
Clear  as  her  foul,  and  mining  as  her  frame  ; 
Beauty  which  Nature  only  can  impart, 
And  fuch  a  pohlh  as  difgraces  Art; 
But  Fate  difpos'd  them  in  his  humble  fort, 
And  hid  in  defarts  what  would  charm  a  court. 


VERSES  occailoned   by  feeing   a  GROTTO  built  by 
Nine  Sifters. 

By  N.  HERBERT,  Efq. 

SO  much  this  building  entertains  my  fight, 
Nought  but  the  builders  can  give  more  delight; 
In  them  the  mailer-piece  of  Nature's  mown, 
In  this  I  fee  Art's  mafter-piece  in  ilone. 
O  !  Nature,  Nature,  thou  hail:  conqucr'd  Art  ; 
She  charms  the  light  alone,  but  you  the  heart. 

a  In  the  county  of  Hants,  the  feat  of  Edward  Lille,  Efq. 

b  Mifs  Lilies,  daughters  of  Edward  LU1«,   Efyj  and  filters  to  l>r. 

LiHe." 
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An  Excufe  for  INCONSTANCY,  1737. 

By  the  Rev.  Dr.  L  i  s  L  E  a. 

WHEN  Phoebus's  beams  are  withdrawn  from  our  fight, 
We  admire  his  fair  fifler,  the  regent  of  night; 
Though  languid  her  beauty,  though  feeble  her  ray, 
Yet  1H11  flic's  akin  to  the  God  of  the  day. 
When  Sufan,  like  Cynthia,  has  finiftYd  her  reign, 
Then  Charlotte,  like  Phoebus,  mail  fhine  out  again. 
As  Catholic  bigots  fall  humble  before 
The  pictures  of  thole  whom  in  heart  they  adore, 
Which  though  known  to  be  nothing  but  canvafs  and  paint, 
Yet  are  faid  to  enliven  their  zeal  to  the  faint  ; 
So  to  Sufan  I  bow,  charming  Charlotte,  for  flie 
Has  juft  beauty  enough  to  remind  me  of  thee. 
Tnconftant  and  faithlefs  in  love's  the  pretence 
On  which  you  arraign  me :  pray  hear  my  defence  : 
Such  cenfures  as  thefe  to  my  credit  redound; 
I  acknowledge,  and  thank  a  good  appetite  for't : 
When  ven'fon  and  claret  are  not  to  be  found, 
I  can  make  a  good  meal  upon  mutton  and  port. 

»  Dr.  Thomas  Lifle,  fon  of  Edward  L'fle,  Efq;  of  Crux-Eaflon,  in 
Hampfhire.  He  was  educated  at  Magdalen  College,  Oxford,  where  he 
took  the  degree  of  M.  A.  June  23,  1732  ;  B.  D.  November  28,  1740  ; 
and  D.  D.  April  22,  1743.  He  was  at  the  lime  of  his  death,  zjth 
March,  1767,  rector  of  Burclcre,  in  the  county  of  Hants. 

Tho' 
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Tho'  *  Highclear's  fo  fine  that  a  prince  would  not  fcorn  if, 

Though  nature  and  tafte  have  combin'd  to  adorn  it  ; 

Yet  the  artifl  that  owns  it  vvo'ild  think  it  levere, 

Were  a  law  made  to  keep  him  there  all  round  the  year. 

How  enrag'd  would  the  rector  of"c  Fofcoville  look, 

If  the  king  fhould  enjoin  him  to  re^d  but  one  book! 

And  how  would  his  audience  their  fortune  bemoan, 

If  he  gave  them  no  fermons  but  what  were  his  own  ! 

'Tis  variety  only  makes  appetite  laft, 

And  by  changing  our  dimes  we  quicken  our  tafte. 


To    V  E  N  U  S.     A   RANT,  1732. 

Set  to  Mufic  by  Dr.  HAYES. 
BY   THE  'SAME. 


o 


RECITATIVE. 
Goddefs  moft  rever'd  above, 

Bright  parent  of  almighty  Love, 
Whofe  power  th'  immortal  Gods  confefs, 
Hear  and  approve  my  fond  addrefs ; 
In  melting  (bftnefs  I  thy  doves  outvie, 
Then  teach  me  like  thy  (Vans  to  fmg  and  fly; 

t»  The  feat  of  the  Hon,  R.  Herbert. 

c  Wottorijthe  author's  parilhin  the  Ifle  of  Wight. 

Ma 


[    i8o    1 

So  I  thy  vot'ry  will  for  ever  be ; 

My  fong,  my  life  I'll  conlecrate  to  thce. 

AIR. 

Give  me  numbers  ftrong  and  fvveet, 
Glowing  language,  pointed  wit ; 
Words  that  might  a  Veftal  move, 
And  melt  a  frozen  heart  to  love. 
Bid,  bjd  thy  blind  boy 
All  his  vigour  employ; 
On  his  wings  would  I  foar  up  to  fame : 
'Tis  but  juft,  if  he  fcorch 
My  breail  with  his  torch,  x 
In  iny  wit  too  he  kindle  a  flame* 
RECITATIVE. 

Trophies  to  Chaftity  let  others  raife, 
In  notes  as  cold  as  the  dull  thing  they  praife : 
To  rage  like  mine  more  fprightly  themes  belong ;  . 
Gay  youth  infpires,  and  beauty  claims  my  fong; 
Me  all  the  little  Loves  and  Graces  own; 
For  I  was  born  to  wprfhip  them  alone. 

AIR. 

Tell  not  me  the  joys  that  wait 
On  him  that's  rich,  on  him  that's  great : 
Wealth  and  wifdom  I  defpife ; 
Cares  furround  the  rich  and  wife. 
No,  no, — let  love,  let  life  be  mine  j 
Bring  me  women,  bring  me  wine ; 

Speed 


Speed  the  dancing  hours  away, 
And  mind  not  what  the  grave  ones  fay ; 
Speed,  and  gild  'em  as  they  fly 
With  love  and  freedom,  wit  and  joy : 
Bus'nefs,  title,  pomp,  and  Hate, 
Give  'em  to  the  fools  I  hate. 


The   POWER    OF    MUSIC.     A  SONG* 
Imitated  from  the  SPANISH. 

BY   THE   SAME. 
Set  to  Mufic  by  Dr.  HAYES. 

I. 

WH  EN  Orpheus  went  down  to  the  regions  below, 
Which  men  are  forbidden  to  fee, 
He  tun'd  up  his  lyre,  as  old  hiilories  fliew, 
To  fet  his  Eurydice  free, 

II. 
All  hell  was  aftoniuYd  a  perfon^fo  wile 

Should  rafhly  endanger  his  life, 
And  venture  fo  far,  —  but  how  vail  their  furprize  ! 

When  they  heard  that  he  came  for  his  wife. 


To 
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III. 

To  find  out  a  punifhment  due  to  his  fault, 

Old  Pluto  had  puzzled  his  brain  ; 
But  hell  had  not  torments  fufficient,  he  thought, 

—  ::o  he  gave  him  his  wife  back  again.  , 

IV. 

But  piry  fucceeding  found  place  in  his  heart, 

And,  pleas'd  with  his  playing  fo  well, 
He  took  her  again  in  reward  of  his  art  ; 
Such  merit  had  mulic  in  hell  ! 


LETTER  from  SMYRNA  to  his  Sifters  at  CRUX- 
EASTON,  1733. 

BY    THE     SAME, 

TH  E  hero  who  to  Smyrna  bay 
From  Eafton,  Hants,  purfu'd  his  way, 
Who  travers'd  feas,  and  hills  and  vales, 
To  fright  his  fitters  with  his  tales, 
Sing,  heavenly  mule;  for  what  befel 
Thou  faw'ft,  and  only  thou  canfl  tell. 
Say  firft  (but  one  thing  !  premife, 
I'll  not  be  chid  for  telling  lyes  ; 
Befides,  my  grannum  us'd  to  fay 
I  always  had  a  knack  that  way; 


So,  if  the  love  of  truth  be  in  ye, 
Read  Strabo,  Diodorus,  Pliny — 
But  like  fome  authors  I  could  name/ 
Wrapt  in  myfelf  I  lofe  my  theme.) 
Say  firft,  thofe  very  rocks  we  fpy'd, 
But  left  'em  on  the  {larboard  fide, 
Where  Juno  urg'd  the  Trojan's  fate : 
Shield  us,  ye  Gods !  from  female  hate ! 
Then  how  precarious  was  the  doom 
Of  Caefar's  line,  and  mighty  Rome, 
Snatch'd  from  the  very  jaws  of  ruin, 

And  fav'd,  poor  a  Die,  for  thy  undoing. 

What  faw  we  on  Sicilian  ground  ? 

(A  foil  in  ancient  verfe  renown'd.) 

The  felf-fame  fpot,  or  Virgil  ly'd, 

On  which  the  good  Anchifes  dy'd  : 

The  fields  where  Ceres'  daughter  fported, 

And  where  the  pretty  Cyclops  courted. 

The  nymph,  hard-hearted  as  the  rocks, 

Refus'd  the  monfter,  fcorn'd  his  flocks, 

And  took  a  fhepherd  in  his  {lead, 

With  nought  but  love  and  mirth  to  plead ; 

An  inftance  of  a  generous  mind 

That  does  much  honour  to  your  kind, 

But  in  an  age  of  fables  grew, 

So  poffibly  it  mayn't  be  true. 

a  Dido. 

M  4  While 


While  on  the  fummit  ^TLina  glows, 
His  fhivcring  lldes  are  chill'd  with  mows. 
Beneath,  the  painted  landikip  charms  ; 
Here  infant  Spring  in  Venter's  arms 
Wantons  fecure  :  in  youthful  pride 
Stands  Sumir.er  laughing  by  her  iide; 
Ev'n  Autumn*s  yellow  robes  appear, 
And  one  gay  fcene  difclofes  all  the  year, 

Hence  to  rude  Cerigo  we  came, 
Known  once  by  Cytherea's  name ; 
When  Ocean  firft  the  goddefs  bore, 
She  role  on  this  diftinguuVd  fliore. 
Here  firft  the  happy  Paris  ftopp'd, 
When  Helen  from  her  lord  elop'd. 
With  pleas  d  refle&icn  I  furvey'd 
Each  fecret  grott,  each  confcious  fhade  j 
JEnvy'd  his  choice,  approv'd  his  flame, 
And  fondly  wiuYd  my  lot  the  fame. 
O  were  the  caufe  revived  again  ! 
For  charming  Queenibury  liv'd  not  then, 
The  radiant  fruit,  had  me  been  there, 
Would  fcarce  have  fail 'n  to  Venus'  fliare; 
Saturnia's  felf  had  wav'd  her  claim, 
And  modeft  Pallas  blufh'd  for  iharne; 
All  had  been  right :  the  Phrygian  fwain 
Had  iigh'd  for  her,  but  figh'd  in  vain ; 


Th* 
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The  fair  Genone  joy'd  to  £nd 
The  pains  flic  felt  repaid  in  kind  ; 
No  rape  reveng'd,  no  room  for  ftrile, 
Atrides  might  have  kept  his  wife, 
Old  Troy  in  peace  and  plenty  fmil'd — 
But  the  h  bell:  poem  -had  been  fpoil'd. 

How  did  my  heart  with  joy  run  o'er, 
When  to  the  fam'd  Cecropian  more, 
Wafted  by  gentle  breezes,  we 
Came  gliding  through  the  fmooth  fall  fea! 
While  backward  rov'd  my  bufy  thought 
On  deeds  in  diftant  ages  v/rought ; 
On  tyrants  gloriouGy  withstood  ; 
On  leas  diilain'd  with  Periian  blood; 
On  trophies  rais'd  o'er  hills  of  (lain 
In  Marathon's  imrivaFd  plain. 
Then,  as  around  I  caft  my  eye, 
And  view'd  the  pleaiing  profpecl  nigh, 
The  land  for  arms  and  arts  renown'd, 
Where  wit  was  honoured,  poets  crovvn'd; 
Willie  manners  and  whole  rules  refin'd 
Our  fouls,  and  civiliz'd  mankind  ; 
Or  (yet  a  loftier  pitch  to  raife 
Our  wonder,  and  complete  its  praife) 
The  land  that c  Plato's  mailer  bore — 
How  did  my  heart  with  joy  run  o'er ! 

k  Iliad.  «  Socratci.     - 

Now 
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Now  crafting  on  tfie  enftern  fide, 
Wc.pcep'd  where  Peneus  rolls  his  tide: 
Where  Aiethuft  came  t'  appeafe 
The  fliepherd  tnat  had  loft  his  bees, 
And  led  hi  in  to  Cy  renews  grott  -f 
*Tis  a  long  ta'e,  and  matters  not. 
Dryden  wii!  tell  you  all  that  pait ; 
See  Virgil's  Georgics,  book  the  laft. 
I  fpeak  on't,  but  to  let  you  know 
This  grott  flill  (lands  in  ftatu  quo ; 
Of  which,  if  any  doubt  remain, 
Fve  proof,  as  follows,  clear  and  plain. 
Eerey  fitters,  we  fuch  honours  met ! 
Such  hono-urs-1  fliall  ne'er  forget. 
The  Gcddefs  (no  uncommon  cafe), 
Proud,  I  fuppofe,  to  fliew  her  place, 
Or  piqu'd  perhaps  at  your  renoxvn, 
Sent  Boreas  to  mvite  us  down  ; 
And  he  fo  prefs'd  it,  that  we  us'd 
Some  pains  to  get  ourfelves  excus'd. 
My  brother  (hipmates,  all  in  hafte,  ' 
Declared,  that  fkells  were  not  their  tafle; 
And  I  had  d  ibmewhere  feen,  you  know, 
A  finer  grotr  than  fhe  could  fliew. 

Hence  let  the  Mufe  to  Delos  roam, 
Or  Nio,  failed  for  Homer's  tomb  ; 

*  At  Crux-Eaiton. 
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To  Naxos,-  kno\vn  in  ancient  time 
For  Bacchus'  love,  for  Thefeus'  crime. 
Can  fhe  the  Lelbian  vine  forget 
Whence  Horace  reinforc'd  his  wit  ? 
Where  the  fam'd  harp  Arion  lining, 
Nor  phy'd  more  fweet  than  Sappho  fung  ? 
Could  the  old  bards  revive  again, 
How  would  they  mourn  th'  inverted  fcene  ! 
Scarce  with  the  barren  wafte  acquainted, 
They  once  ib  beautifully  painted. 

And  here,  'tvvixt  friends,  I  needs  mull  lay, 
But  let  it  go  no  farther,  pray, 
Thefe  fung- up,  cry'd-up  countries  are 
Difpleafing,  rugged,  black,  and  bare ; 
And  all  I've  yet  beheld  or  known 
Serve  only  to  endear  my  own. 

The  matters  I  fliall  next  difclofe, 
Tis  likely,  maybe  wrapped  in  profe  ; 
But  verfe  methought  would  fuit  thefe  better, 
Befides,  it  lengthens  out  my  letter. 
Read  then,  dear  girls,  with  kind  regard, 
What  comes  fo  far,  what  comes  fo  hard; 
And  to  our  mother  too  make  known, 
4  How  travelling  has  improv'd  her  fon. 

Let  not  malicious  critics  join 
Pope's  homefpun  rhymes  in  rank  with  mine., 
Form'd  on  that  very  fpot  of  earth, 
Where  Homer's  felf  receiv'd  his  birth ; 


Add 
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Add,  as  I  faid,  t'  enhance  their  worth» 
The  pains  they  coil  in  bringing  forth  ; 
While  his,  as  all  mankind  agrees, 
Though  wrote  with  care,  are  vvroie  with  eafe, 


Fart  of  a  LETTER  to  my  Sillers  at  CRUX-EASTON, 
xviittcnfiom  CAIRO  in  EGYPT,  Augiiil  1734. 
BY   THE   SAME.      , 

WHILE  you,  my  dear  girls,  in  your  paradife  ftray, 
Diverting  with  innocent  freedom  the  day, 
I  wander  alone  in  a  barbarous  land, 
Half  bak'd  by  the  fun,  half  blind  by  the  land. 
Then  your  wood  too  and  grotto  fo  fwim  in  my  fight, 
They  give  me  no  refpite  by  day  nor  by  night  ; 
No  icxoner  afleep  but  I'm  dreaming  of  you  ; 
1  atn-  jttft  wak'd  from  one,  —  would  to  God  it  were  true. 

Methought  I  was  now  a  fine  gentleman  grown, 
And  had  got,  Lord  knows  how,  an  eftate  of  my  own. 
Good-bye  to  plain  Tom,  I  was  rais'da  peg  higher; 
Some  call'd  me  his  worfliip,  and  others  the  fquire. 
*Twas  a  place,  I  remember,  exactly  like  Eaflon, 
A  feene  for  an  emperor's  fancy  to  feaft  on. 
There  I  built  a  fine  houfe  with  greac  coil  and  great  care, 
(Your  la'fliips  have  fornrd  many  fuch  in  the  air) 
Not  of  (lucco,  nor  brick,  but  as  good  Portland  i'tone 
As  Kent  a  would  defire  to  be  working  upon. 
a  The  painter  and  archhcft. 

The 
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The  apartments  not  fmall,  nor  monftroufly  great, 

But  chiefly  for  life,  and  a  little  for  ilate  ; 

So  begilt,  and  becarv'd,  and  with  ornaments  grac'd, 

That  every  one  faid,  I'd  an  excellent  tafle. 

Here  I  liv'd  like  a  king,  never  hoarded  my  pelf, 

Kept  a  coach  for  my  lifters,  a  nag  for  nryfelf, 

With  fomething  that's  good  when  our  H^ghclear  friendi 

come, 

And,  fpite  of  'fquire  Herbert,  a  fire  5n<each  room, 
A  canal  made  for  profit  as  well  as  for  pleafure, 
That's  about,  let  me  fee,  two  acres  in  meafure ; 
Both  the  eye  to  delight,  and  the  table  to  crown, 
With  a  jack,  or  a  perch,  when  my  uncles  come  down. 
An  exceeding  great  wood,  that's  been  fct  a  great  while, 
In  length  near  a  league,  and  in  breadth  near  a  mile. 
There  every  dear  girl  her  bright  genius  difplays, 
In  a  thoufand  fine  whimfies  a  thoufand  fine  vyays* 
O  how  charming  the  walks  to  my  fancy  appear  ! 
What  a  number  of  temples  and  grottos  are  here  ! 
My  foul  was  tranfportcd  to  fuch  an  extreme, 
That  I  leapM  up  in  raptures,— when  lo  !  'twas  a  dream, 
Then  vexing  I  chid  the  impertinent  day 
For  driving  lo  fweet  a  deluiion  away. 
Thus  fpectres  arife,  as  by  nurfe -maids  we're  told, 
And  hie  to  the  place  where  they  buried  their  gold : 
There  hov'ring  around  until  morning  remain  ; 
Then  fadly  return  ta  their  torments  again. 

6  LET- 
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BETTER    from    MARSEILLES    to  my  Sifters  at 
CRUX-EASTON,  Kay  1735. 

BY    THE    SAME. 

SCE.NE,  the  Study  at  Cmx-Eafion.     Molly  and  Fanny  are 
fitting  at  work  ;   enter  to  them  Harriot  in  apajfion. 

HARR  IOT. 

LORD!  filler,  here's  the  buicher  come, 
And  not  one  word  from  brother  Tom  j 
The  punctual  fpark,  that  made  his  boaft 

He'd  write  by  every  other  poll ! 

•*         •* 

That  ever  I  was  fo  abfurd 
To  take  a  mr.n  upon  his  word  ! 
Quoth  Frances,  Child,  1  wonder  much 
You  could  expeft  him  to  keep  touch: 
*Tis  fo,  my  dear,  with  all  mankind;    . 
\Vbe:i  out  of  fight  ycuVe  out  of  mind. 
Think  you  he'd  to  his  filters  v\  rite  ? 
Vv'as  ever  girl  fo  impolite  ! 
S'?n:e  fair  Italian  Hands  poflcfs'd, 
And  reigns  fole  mi  fire fs  in  his  brca^  ; 
To  her  he  dedicates  his  time, 
And  fawns  in  profc,  or  fighs  in  rhyme. 

She'll 
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She'll  give  him  tokens  of  her  love, 
Perhaps  not  eafy  to  remove  ; 
Such  as  will  make  him  large  amends 
For  lois  of  fitters,  and  >;f  .friends. 

Cries  Harriot,  When  he  comes  to  France, 
I  hope  in  God  he'll  learn  to  dance, 
And  leave  his  aukward  habits  there, 
I'm  fure  he  has  enough  to  fpare. , 

O  could  he  leave  his  faults,  faith  Fanny, 
And  bring  the  good  alone,  if  any, 
Poor  brother  Tom  !  he'd  grow  fo  light, 
The  wind  might  rob  us  of  him  quite ! 
Of  habits  he  may  well  get  clear  ; 
III  humours  are  the  faults  I  fear, 
For  in  my  life  I  -ne'er  favv  yet 
A  creature  half  fo  paiTionate, 
Good  heav'ns  !  how  did  he  rave  and  tear, 
On  my  not  going  you  know  where  ; 
I  fcarcely  yet  have  got  my  dread  off: 
I  thought  he'd  bite  my  fitter's  head  off. 
*Tween  him  and  Jenny  what  a  clatter 
About  a  fig,  a  mighty  matter  ! 
.1  could  recount  a  thoufand  more, 
But  icandal's  what  I  molt  abhor. 

Molly,  who  long  had  patient  fat, 
And  heard  in  filcnce  all  their  chat, 
Oblcrving  how  they  fpoke  with  rancour, 
Took  up  my  eaufe,  for' which  I  thank  her. 

What 


\Tlut  eloquence  was  then  d!f,>'a/<f  f 

The  charming  things  that  Molly  ihid, 

JPerhaps  it  iuits  not  me  to  tell ; 

But  faith  !   ihe  fpoke  extremely  well. 

Shejirit,  with  much  ado,  put  on 

A  prudifh  face,  then  thus  begun. 

Heyday  !  quoth  fbcj  you  let  your  fongue 

Run  on' moil  ftrangely,  right  or  wrong. 

TTis  what  I  never  ean  connive  at  ; 

Eefides,  coniicler  whom  you  drive  at ; 

A  perlbn  of  eilabliih'd  credit, 

Nobody  better,  though  I  fay  it. 

In  all  that's  good,  ib  tried  and  known, 

Why,  girls,  he's  quite  a  proverb  grown, 

His  worth  no  mortal  dares  diipute  : 
Then  he's  your  b -other  too  to  boot. 

At  this  ihe  made  a  moment's  paufe, 
Then  with  a  ligh  reium'd  the  cauie. 
Alas !  my  dears,  you  little  know 
A  hiiior's  toil,  a  traveler's  woe; 
Perhaps  this  very  hour  he  irrays 
A  lonely  wretch  through  dciart  ways  ; 
Or  fhipwrcek'd  on  a  foreign  ilrand, 
He  falls  lx:neath  fome  ruffian's 'hand  : 
Or  on  the  naked  rock  he  lies, 
And  pineh'd  by  famine  warles  and  dies. 
Can  you  this  hated  brother  iee 
Floating,   the  iport  of  wind  and  &:;  ? 

Cam. 


t     '93     1 

Can  you  his  feeble  accents  hear, 

Though  but  in  thought,  nor  drop  3  tear  ? 

He  faintly  ilrives,  his  hopes  are  fled, 

The  billows  booming  o'er  his  head ; 

He  mounts  upon  the  waves  again, 

He  calls  on  us,  but  calls  in  vain  j 

To  death  preferves  his  friendfhip  true, 

And  mutters  out  a. kind  adieu. 

See  now  he  rifes  to  our  fight, 

Now  links  in  everlafting  night. 

Here  Fanny's  colour  rofe  and  fell, 
And  Harriot's  throat  began  to  iwell : 
One  iidled  to  the  window  quite, 
Pretending  fqme  unufual  fight, 
The  other  left  the  'room  outright ; 
While  Molly  laugh'd,  her  ends  obtainM, 
To  think  how  artfully  me  feign'd. 


VOL.  VI,  N  The 
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The  HISTORY  of  PORSENNA,  King  of  RUSSIA. 
IN    TWO    BOOKS. 

c 

BY     THE    SAME. 

Arva,  leata 
Petamvs  artna^  di<vites  tt  infulas. 

HOR.  Epod.  16. 

BOOK     I. 

IN  Ruffia's  frozen  clime  fome  ages  fmcc 
There  dwelt,  hiilorians  fay,  a  worthy  prince, 
Who  to  his  people's  good  confin'd  his  care, 
And  fix'd  the  baiis  of  his  empire  there  ; 
Inlarg'd  their  trade,  thehb'ral  arts  improv*d, 
Made  nations  happy,  and  himfelf  belov'd  ; 
To  all  the  neighb'ring  ftates  a  terror  grown, 
The  dear  delight,  and  glory  of  his  own. 
Not  like  thofe  kings,  who  vainly  feek  renown, 
From  countries  nun'd,  and  from  battles  won; 
Thofe  mighty  Nimrods,  who  mean  laws  deipife, 
Call  murder  but  a  princely  exercile, 
And,  if  one  bloodleis  fun  ihould  fteal  away, 

Cry  out  with  Titus,  they  have  loft  a  day ; 

5  Who, 
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Who,  to  be  more  than  men,  themfelves  debafe 
Beneath  the  brute,  their  Maker's  form  deface. 
Railing  their  titles  by  their  God's  difgrace. 
Like  fame  to  bold  Eroftratus  we  give, 
Who  fcorn'd  by  lefs  than  facrilege  to  live ; 
On  koly  ruins  rais'd  a  lafting  name, 
And  in  the  temple's  fire  diffus'd  his  fhame. 
Far  different  praifes,  and  a  brighter  fame, 
The  virtues  of  the  young  Porfenna  claim  ; 
For  by  that  name  the  Ruffian  king  was  knowh^ 
And  fure  a  nobler  ne'er  adorn'd  the  throne. 
In  war  he  knew  the  deathful  fword  to  wieldj 
And  fought  the  thickeft  dangers  of  the  field, 
A  bold  commander  ;  but,  the  ftorm  o'erblown, 
He  feem'd  as  he  were  made  for  peace  alone  ; 
Then  was  the  golden  age  again  reftor'd, 
Nor  lefs  his  juftke  honoured  than  his  fwofd* 
All  needlefs  pomp,  and  Outward  grandeur  fpar'd$ 
The  deeds  that  grac'd  him  were  his  only  guard ; 
No  private  views  beneath  a  borrOw'd  name ; 
His  and  the  public  intereft  were  the  fame. 
In  wealth  and  pleafure  let  the  fubjecl:  live, 
But  virtue  is  the  king's  prerogative  ; 
Porfenna  there  without  a  rival  flood. 
And  would  maintain  his  right  of  doing  good. 
Nor  did  his  perfon  lefs  attraction  wear, 
Such  majefty  and  fweetnefs  mingled  there ; 

N  2  H«av'n 
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Heav'n  with  urtcdmmon  art  the  clay  refin'dy 
A  proper  manfion  for  fo  fair  a  mind  ; 
Each  look,  each,  action  bore  peculiar  grace, 
And  love  itfelf  was  painted  on  his  face. 
In  peaceful  time  he  fuffer'd.  not  his  mind 
To  ruft  in  (loth,  though  much  to  peace  inclined ; 
Nor  wanton  in  the  lap  of  plealure  lay, 
And,  loft  to  glory,  loiter'd  life  away: 
But  active  riling  ere  the  prime  of  day, 
Through  woods  and  lonely  defarts  lov'd  t©  ftray ; 
With  hounds  and  horns  to  wake  the  furious  bear, 
Or  rouze  the  tawny  lion  from  his  laire  j 
To  rid  the  for  eft  of  the  favage  brood, 
And  whet  Jiis  courage  for  his  country's  good. 
One  day,  as  he  purfued  the  dang'rous  fport, 
Attended  by  the  nobles  of  his  court, 
It  chanc'd  a  beaft  of  more  than  common  fpeed 
Sprang  from  the  brake,  and  through  the  defart  fled. 
The  ardent  prince,  impetuous  as  the  wind, 
Rufli'd  on,  and  left  his  lagging  train  behind. 
Fir'd  with  the  chace,  and  full  of  youthful  blood, 
O'er  plains,  and  vales,  and  woodland  wilds  he  rode, 
Urging  his  courfer's  fpeed,  nor  thought  the  day 
How  wafted,  nor  how  intricate  the  way ; 
Nor,  'till  the  night  in  dulky  clouds  came  on, 
Reftrain'd  his  pace,  or  found  himlelf  alone. 
Mining  his  train,  he  ftrove  to  meafure  back 
The  road  he  came,  but  could  not  find  the  track  ; 

Still 


[    '97    3 

Still  turning  to  the  place  he  left  before, 

And  only  lab'ring  to  be  loit  the  more. 

The  bugle  horn,  which  o'er  his  flioulders  hung, 

So  loud  he  winded,  that  the  foreit  rung ; 

In  vain,  no  voice  but  Echo  from  the  ground, 

And  vocal  woods  make  mock'ry  of  the  found. 

And  now  the  gathering  clouds  began  to  fpread 
O'er  the  dun  face  of  night  a  deeper  made  ; 
And  the  hoarie  thunder,  growling  from  afar, 
With  herald  voice  proclaim'd  th'  approaching  war  ; 
Silence  awhile  enfu'd, — then  by  degrees 
A  hollow  wind  came  mutt'ring  through  the  trees. 
Sudden  the  full- fraught  Iky  difcharg'd  its  {tore, 
Of  rain  and  rattling  hail  a  mingled  fhower ; 
The  active  lightning  ran  along  the  ground  j 
The  fiery  bolts  by  fits  were  hurl'd  around, 
And  the  wide  foreils  trembled  at  the  iound. 
Amazement  ieiz'd  the  prince ; — where  could  he  fly  ? 
No  guide  to  lead,  no  friendly  cottage  nigh. 
Penfive  and  unrefolv'd  awhile  he  flood, 
Beneath  the  fcanty  covert  of  the  wood  ; 
But  drove  from  thence  foon  fallied  forth  again, 
As  chance  directed,  on  the  dreary  plain ; 
Conftrain'd  his  melancholy  way  to  take 
Through  many  a  loathfome  bog,  and  thorny  brake, 
Caught  in  the  thicket,  flound'ring  in  the  lake. 
Wet  with  the  ftorm,  and  wearied  with  the  way, 
By  hunger  m'nch'd,  himfelf  to  beafls  a  prey  $ 

N  3  Nor 
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Nor  wine  to  cheer  his  heart,  nor  fire  to  burn, 

Nor  place  to  reft,  nor  profpecl:  to  return. 

Drooping  and  fpiritlefs,  at  life's  defpair, 

He  bade  it  pafs,  not  worth  his  farther  care ; 

When  fuddenly  he  fpied  a  diftant  light, 

That  faintly  twinkled  through  the  gloom  of  night,  f 

And  his  heart  leap'd  for  joy,  and  blefs'd  the  welcome  fight.  J 

Oft-times  he  doubted,  it  appear'd  fo  far, 

And  hung  fo  high,  'twas  nothing  but  a  flar, 

Or  kindled  vapour  wand'ring  through  the  iky, 

But  Hill  prefs'd  on  his  fteed,  Hill  kept  it  in  his  eye  j 

'Till,  much  fatigue  and  many  dangers  paft, 

At  a  huge  mountain  he  arriv'd  at  laft. 

There,  lighting  from  his  horfe,  on  hands  and  knees 

Grop'd  out  the  darkfome  road  by  flow  degrees, 

Crawling  or  clamb'ring  o'er  the  rugged  way  ; 

The  thunder  rolls  above,  the  flames  around  him  play. 

Joyful  at  length  he  gain'd  the  fteepy  height, 

And  found  the  rift  whence  fprang  the  friendly  light, 

And  here  he  ftopp'd  to  reft  his  weaned  feet, 

And  weigh  the  perils  he  had  ftill  to  meet  j 

TJnllieath'd  his  trufty  fword,  and  dealt  his  eyes 

With  caution  round  him  to  prevent  furprize ; 

Then  fummon'd  all  the  forces  of  his  mind, 

And  ent- ring  boldly  caft  his  fears  behind, 

Refolv'd  to  pufh  his  way,  whate'er  withftood, 

Or  perjih  bravely,  as  a  monarch  fliould, 

FMfc 
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While  he  th«  wonders  of  the  place  furvey'd, 
And  through  the  various  cells  at  random  itray'd, 
In  a  dark  corner  of  the  cave  he  view'd 
Somewhat,  that  in  the  fhape  of  woman  flood  ; 
But  more  deform'd  than  dreams  can  reprefent 
The  midnight  hag,  or  poet's  fancy  paint 
The  Lapland  witch,  when  me  her  broom  beflrides, 
And  fcatters  florms  and  tempefb  as  me  rides. 
She  look'd  as  nature  made  her  to  difgrace 
Her  kind,  and  caft  a  blot  on  all  the  race ; 
Her  fhriverd  Ikin,  with  yellow  fpots  befmear'd, 
Like  mouldy  records  feem'd ;  her  eyes  were  blear'd ; 
Her  feeble  limbs  with  age  and  palfy  fhook ; 
Bent  was  her  body,  haggard  was  her  look. 
From  the  dark  nook  outcrept  the  filthy  crone, 
And  propp'd  upon  her  crutch  came  tott'ring  on. 

The  prince  in  civil  guife  approach'd  the  dame, 
Told  her  his  piteous  cafe,  and  whence  he  came, 
And  'till  Aurora  mould  the  (hades  expel, 
Implor'd  a  lodging  in  her  friendly  cell. 
Mortal,  whoe'er  thou  art,  the  fiend  began, 
And,  as  me  fpake,  a  deadly  horror  ran 
Through  all  his  frame :  his  cheeks  the  blood  forfook, 
Chatter'd  his  teeth,  his  knees  together  flruck. 
Whoe'er  thou  art,  that  with  preemption  rude 
Dar'ft  on  our  facred  privacy  intrude, 
And  without  licence  in  our  court  appear, 
Know,  thou'rt  the  fir  ft  that  ever  enter  'd  here. 

N4  Bat 
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But  fince  thou  plead'ft  excufe,  thou'rt  hither  brought 

More  by  thy  fortune  than  thy  own  default, 

Thy  crime,  though  great,  an  eaiy  pardon  finds, 

For  mercy  ever  dwells  in  royal  minds ; 

And  would  you  learn , from  whole  indulgent  hand 

You  live,  and  in  .wkofe  awefui  preience  lland, 

Know  farther,  through  .yon  wide  extended  plains 

Great  Eolus  the  king  of  tempefls  reigns, 

And  in  this  lofty  palace  makes  abode, 

Well  fuited  to  his  flare,  and  worthy  of  the  God. 

The  various  elements  his  empire  own, 

And  pay  their  humble  homage  at  his  throne ; 

And  hither  all  the  florins  and  clouds  refort, 

Proud  to  increafe  the  fplendor  of  his  court. 

His  queen  am  I,  from  whom  the  beauteous  race 

Of  winds  arofe,  fweet  fruit  of  our  embrace  !  ,^ 

She  fcarce  had  ended,  when,  with  wild  uproar 

And  horrid  din,  her  fons  impetuous  pour 

Around  the  cave;   came  ruming  in  amajn 

Lybs,  Eurus,  Boreas,  all  the  boiil'rous  train; 

And  clofe  behind  them  on  a  whirlwind  rode 

In  clouded  majeity  the  bluiVring  God. 

Their  locks  a  thoufand  ways  were  blown  about ; 

Their  cheeks  like  full-blown  bladders  (trutted  out; 

Their  boafting  talk  was  of  the  feats  th'  had  done, 

Of  trees  uprooted,  and  of  towns  o'erthrown ; 

And,  when  they  kindly  tuin'd  them  to  accott 

The  prince,  they  almoU:  pierc'd  him  with  their  froft. 

The 
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The  gaping  hag  in  fix'd  attention  flood, 
And  at  the  elofe  of  every  tale  cried — c  Good  !' 
Bleifing  with  outflretch'd  arms  each  darling  fon, 
In  due  proportion  to  the  mifchief  done. 
And  where,  faid  fhe,  does  little  Zephyr  ftray? 
Know  ye,  my  fon s,  your  brother's  rout  to-day  ? 
In  what  bold  deeds  does  he  his  hours  employ? 
Grant  heav'n  no  evil  has  befall'n  my  boy ! 
Ne'er  was  he  known  to  linger  thus  before. 
Scarce  had  fhe  fpoke,  when  at  the  cavern  door 
Came  lightly  tripping  in  a  form  more  fair 
Than  the  young  poet's  fond  ideas  are, 
When  fir'd  with  love  he  tries  his  utmoft  art 
To  paint  the  beauteous  tyrant  of  his  heart. 

A  fatin  veft.his  (lender  lhape  confin'd, 
Embroider'd  o'er  with  flowers  of  every  kind, 
Flora's  own  work,  when  firft  the  goddefs  ftrove 
To  win  the  little  wanderer  to  her  love. 
Of  burniflrd  filver  were  his  fandals  made, 
Silver  his  bufkins,  and  with  gems  o'erlaid ; 
A  faffron-colour'd  robe  behind  him  flow'd, 
And  added  grace  and  grandeur  as  he  trod. 
His  wings,  than  lilies  whiter  to  behold, 
Sprinkled  with  azure  fpots,  and  ilreak'd  with  gold; 
So  thin  their  form,  and  of  fo  light  a  kind, 
That  they  for  ever  danc'd,  and  flutter'd  in  the  wind. 
Around  his  temples,  with  becoming  air, 
In  wanton  ringlets  cuiTd  his  auburn  hair. 

And 


And  o'er  his  flioulders  negligently  fpread  ; 
A  wreath  of  fragrant  rofes  crown  d  his  head. 

Such  his  attire,  but  O !  no  pen  can  trace, 
No  words  can  mew  the  beauties  of  his  face  ; 
So  kind !  fo  winning !  fo  divinely  fair ! 
Eternal  youth  and  pleaiure  fiourifh  there; 
There  all  the  little  Loves  and  Graces  meet, 
And  every  thing  that's  loft,  and  every  thing  that's  fwect. 

Thou  vagrant,  cried  the  dame  in  an^ry  tone, 
Where  could'ft  thou  loiter  thus  fo  long  alone?    - 
Little  thou  car'ft  what  anxious  thoughts  moleft, 
What  pangs  are  lab'ring  in  a  mothers  breaft, 
Well  do  you  mew  your  duty  by  your  hafte, 
For  thou  of  all  my  fons  art  always  lafl ; 
A  child  lefs  fondled  would  have  fled  more  faft. 
Snre  'tis  a  curie  on  mothers,  doom'd  to  mourn, 
Where  belt  they  love,   the  leail  and  worfl  return* 

My  dear  mama,  the  gentle  youth  replied, 
And  made  a  low  obeifance,  ceafe  to  chide, 
Nor  wound  me  with  your  words,  for  well  you  know 
Your  Zephyr  bears  a  part  in  all  your  woe ; 
How  great  muft  be  his  forrow  then  to  learn. 
That  he  himfelf's  the  caufe  of  your  concern ! 
Nor  had  I  loiterM  thus  had  I  been  free, 
But  the  fair  princefs  of  Felicity 
Intreated  me  to  make  fome  mort  delay, 
And,  afc'd  by  her,  who  could  rcfufe  to  ftay  ? 

Surrounded 
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Surrounded  by  the  damfels  of  her  court, 
She  fought  the  fliady  grove,  her  lov'd  refort; 
Frefli  rofe  the  grafs,  the  flowers  were  mix'd  between, 
Like  rich  embroid'ry  on  a  ground  of  green, 
And  in  the  midft,  protected  by  the  made, 
A  cryflal  flream  in  wild  meanders  play'd ; 
While  in  its  banks,  the  trembling  leaves  among, 
A  thoufand  little  birds  in  concert  fung. 
Clofe  by  a  mount  with  fragrant  flirubs  o'ergrownt 
On  a  cool  molly  couch  flic  laid  her  down ; 
Her  air,  her  pofture,  all  confpif'd  to  pieafe; 
Her  head,  upon  her  ihowy  arm  at  eafe 
Reclin'd,  a  fludied  careleflhefs  exprefs'd; 
Loofe  lay  her  robe,  and  naked  heav'd  her  bread. 
Eager  I  flew  to  that  delightful  place, 
And  pour'd  a  fhower  of  khTes  on  her  face; 
Now  hover'd  o'er  her  neck,  her  breaft,  her  arms, 
Like  bees  o'er  flowers,  and  tafted  all  her  charms; 
And  then  her  lips,  and  then  her  cheeks  I  tried, 
And  fann'd,  and  wanton'd  round  on  ever)'-  fids. 
Q  Zephyr,  cried  the  fair,  thou  charming  boy, 
Thy  prefence  only  can  create  me  joy ; 
To  me  thou  art  beyond  expreffion  dear, 
Nor  can  I  quit  the  place  while  thou  art  here, 
Excufe  my  weakneis,  madam,  when  I  fwear  % 

Such  gentle  words,  join'd  with  fo  foft  an  air,  V 

jPrpnounc'd  fo  fweetly  from  a  mouth  fo  fair,  J 

Quite 
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Quite  ravifh'd  all  my  lenfe,  nor  did  I  know,  | 
How  long  I  ftaid;  or  when,  or  where  to  go. 

Meanwhile  the  damicls,  dcbonnair  and  gay, 
Prattled  around,  and  laugh'd  the  time  away: 
Thefe  in  foft  notes  addrejs'd  the  ravifli'd  ear, 
And  warbled  out  fo  ivveet, 'twas  heav'n  to  hear; 
And  thofe  in  rings,  beneath  the  greenwood  fhade, 
Danc'd  to  the  melody  their  fellows  made. 
Some,  ftudious  of  themfelves,  employ'd  their  care 
In  weaving  flowery  wreaths  to  deck  their  hair  j 
While  others  to  ibme  fav'rite  plant  convey'd 
Refrefhing  mowers,  and  cheer'd  its  drooping  head. 
A  joy  fo  general  fpread  through  all  the  place, 
Such  fatisfaction  dwelt  on  every  face, 
The  nymphs  fo  kind?  fo  lovely  look'd  the  queen, 
That  never  eye  beheld  a  fweeter  fcene. 

Porfenna  like  a  itatue  fix'd  appear'd, 
And,  wrapp'd  in  filent  wonder,  gaz'd  and  heard; 
Much  he  admir'd  the  fpeech,  the  fpeaker  more, 
And  dwelt  on  every  word,  and  griev'd  to  find  it  o'er. 
O  gentle  youth,  he  cried,  proceed  to  tell? 
In  what  fair  country  does  this  princefs  dwell ; 
What  regions  unexplor'd,  what  hidden  coaft 
Can  fo  much  goodnefs,  fo  much  beauty  boall  ? 

To  whom  the  winged  god  with  gracious  look, 
Numberlefs  fweets  diffufmg  while  he  fpoke, 
Thus  anfwer'd  kind— Thefe  h:\ppy  gardens  Ire  . .,» 

Far  hence  remov'd,  beneath  a  milder  fky  j  > 

Their  name — The  kingdom  of  Felicity.  J 

Sweet 
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Sweet  fcerfcs  df  cndlefs  blifs,  enchanted  ground, 

A  foil  for-eVer  fought,  but  feldom  found; 

Though  in  the  fearch  all  human  kind  in  vain 

Weary  their  wits,  and  wafte  their  lives  in  pain. 

In  diff'rent  parties,  diff'rent  paths  they  tread, 

As  reafon  guides  them,  or  as  follies  lead; 

Thefe  wrangling  for  the  place  they  ne'er  fliall  fee, 

Debating  thofe,  if  fuch  a  place  there  be; 

But  not  the  wifeft,  nor  the  beft,  can  fay 

Where  lies  the  point,  or  mark  the  certain  way. 

Some  few,  by  Fortune  favour'd  for  her  fport,    • 

Have  failM  in  fight  of  this  delightful  port; 

In  thought  already  leiz'd  the  blefs'd  abodes, 

And  in  their  fond  delirium  rank'd  with  gods. 

Fruitlefs  attempt !  all  avenues  are  kept 

By  dreadful  foes,  fentry  that  never  ilept. 

Here  fell  Detraction  darts  her  pois'nous  breath 

Fraught  with  a  thoufand  flings,  and  fcatters  death ; 

Sharp-lighted  Envy  there  maintains  her  poft, 

And  fhakes  her  flaming  brand,  and  (talks  around  the  coaft. 

Thele  on  the  helplefs  bark  their  fury  pour, 

Plunge  in  the  waves,  or  dafli  againft  the  fliore; 

Teach  wretched  mortals  they  were  doom'd  to  mourn, 

And  ne'er  muft  reft  but  in  the  filent  urn. 

But  fay,  yoyng  monarch,  for  what  name  you  bear 
Your  mien,  your  drefs,  your  perfon,  all  declare; 
And  though  I  feldom  fan  the  frozen  north, 
Yet  I  have  heard  of  br*ve  Porfenna's  worth. 
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My  brother  Boreas  through  the  world  has  ffowft, 

Swelling  his  breath  to  fpread  forth  your  renown ; 

Say,  would  you  choofe  to  vifit  this  retreat, 

And  view  the  world  where  all  thefe  wonders  meet? 

Wifh  you  fome  friend  o'er  that  tempeftuous  fea 

To  bear  you  fafe  !  behold  that  friend  in  me. 

My  active  wings  {hall  all  their  force  employ, 

And  nimbly  waft  you  to  the  realms  of  joy ; 

As  once,  to  gratify  the  god  of  Love, 

I  bore  fair  Pfyche  to  the  Cyprian  grove ; 

Or  as  Jove's  bird,  defcending  from  on  high, 

Snatch'd  the  young  Trojan  trembling  to  the  fky. 

There  perfect  blifs  thou  may'ft  for  ever  mare, 

'Scap'd  from  the  bufy  world,  and  all  its  care; 

There  in  the  lovely  princefs  thou  malt  find 

A  miftrefs  ever  blooming,  ever  kind. 

All  ecftacy  on  air  Porfenna  trod, 

And  to  his  bofom  flrain'd  the  little  god ; 

With  grateful  fentiments  his  heart  o'erflow'd, 

And  in  the  warmeft  words  millions  of  thanks  beftow'd. 

When  Eolus  in  furly  humour  broke 
Their  ftrict  embrace,  and  thus  abruptly  fpoke. 
Enough  of  compliment ;  I  hate  the  fport 
Of  meanlefs  words  ;  this  is  no  human  court, 
Where  plain  and  honeft  are  difcarded  quite, 
For  the  more  modifh  title  of  polite; 
Where  in  foft  fpeeches  hypocrites  impart 
Thevenom'd  ills  that  lurk  beneath  the  heart; 

In 
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In  friendfliip's  holy  giiife  their  guilt  improve, 
And  kindly  kill  with  fpecious  fhew  of  love. 

For  us, my  fubjects  are  not  us'd  to  wait, 

And  watte  their  hours  to  hear  a  mortal  prate; 
They  mull  abroad  before  the  riling  fun, 
And  hie  *em  to  the  feas :  there's  mrfchief  to  be  done, 
Excufe  ir.y  plainneis,  Sir,  but  bulmeis  Hands, 
And  we  have  itorms  and  fhipwrecks  en  our  hands. 

He  ended  frowning,  and  the  noivy  rout 
Each  to  his  feveral  ceil  went  puffing  cm. 
But  Zephyr,  far  more  courteous  than  the  reft, 
To  his  own  bow^r  convey 'd  the  royal  gueil; 
There  on  a  bed  of  rofes  neatly  laid, 
Beneath  the  fragrance  of  a  myrtle  (hade, 
His  limbs  to  needful  reft  the  prince  jpp-i^d, 
His  fvveet  companion  ilumb'nng  by  hio  i.ik. 

BOOK        II. 

NO  fooner  in  her  filver  chariot  role 
The  ruddy  morn,  than,  fated  with  repofe, 
The  prince  addrels'd  his  holt ;  the  God  awoke, 
And  leaping  from  his  coucn,  thus  kindly  fpoke : 
This  early  call,  my  lord,  that  chides  my  flay, 
Requires  my  thanks,  and  I  with  joy  obey. 
Like  you  I  long  to  reach  the  biifsuii  coaft, 
Hate  the  llow  night,  and  mourn  the  moments  loft. 


The 


The  bright  RMinch,  lovelieft  of  the  fair 

That  crowd  the  princefs*  court,  demands  my  care; 

Kv'n  now  with  fears  and  jealoufies  o'erborn 

Upbraids,  arid  calls  me  cruel  and  forfworn. 

What  fweet  rewards  on  all  my  toils  attend, 

Servirlg  at  once  my  miftrefs  and  my  friend ! 

Juft  to  my  love  and  to  my  duty  too, 

Well  paid  in  her,  well  pleas'd  in  pleafing  you. 

This  laid,  he  led  him  to  the  cavern  gate, 

And  clafp'd  him  in  his  arms,  and  pois'd  his  weight; 

Then,  balancing  his  body  here  and  there, 

Stretch'd  forth  his  agile  wings,  and  launched  in  air; 

Swift  as  the  fiery  meteor  from  on  high 

Shoots  to  its  goal,  and  gleams  athwart  the  fky. 

Here  with  quick  fan  his  lab'ring  pinions  play  ; 

There  glide  at  eafe  along  the  liquid  way  ; 

Now  lightly  fkim  the  plain  with  even  flight ; 

Now  proudly  foar  above  the  mountain's  height. 
Spiteful  Detraction,  whofe  envenom  «  hate 

Sports  with  the  fufPrings  of  the  good  and  great, 

Spares  not  our  prince,  but  with  opprobrious  fneer 

Arraigns  him  of  the  heinous  fin  of  fear; 

That  he,  ib  tried  in  arms,  whofe  very  name 

Infus'd  a  fecret  panic  where  it  came, 

Ev'n  he,  as  high  above  the  clouds  he  flew, 

And  ipied  the  mountains  lefs'ning  to  the  view, 

Nought  round  him  but  the  wide  expanded  air, 

Helplefs,  abandoned  to  a  ilripling's  care, 

Struck 
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Struck  with  the  rapid  whirl,  and  dreadful  height, 
Confefs'd  fomc-  faint  alarm,  fome  little  fright. 

The  friendly  God,  who  inftantly  divin'd 
The  terrors  that  poflefs'd  his  fellow's  mind, 
To  calm  his  troubled  thoughts,  and  cheat  the  way,. 
Defcrib'd  the  nations  that  beneath  them  lay, 
The  name,  the  climate,  and  the  foil's  incrcafc, 
Their  arms  in  war,  their  government  in  peace ; 
Shew'd  their  domeilic  arts,  their  foreign  trade, 
What  int'reit  they  purfued,  what  leagues  they  made. 
The  fweet  difcourfe  fo  charm'd  Porfenna's  car, 
That  loll  in  joy  he  had  no  time  for  fear. 

From  Scandinavia's  cold  inclement  wafte 
O'er  wide  Germania's  various  realms  they  paft, 
And  now  on  Albion's  iields  fufpend  their  toil, 
And  hover  for  a  while,  and  blefs  the  foil. 
O'er  the  gay  fcene  the  prince  delighted  hung, 
And  gaz'd  in  rapture,  and  forgot  his  tongue; 
'Till  burfting  forth  at  length,  Behold,  cried  he, 
The  promis'd  ifle,  the  land  I  long'd  to  fee  ; 
Thole  plains,  thofe  vales,  and  fruitful  hills  declare 
My  queen,  my  charmer  muft  inhabit  there. 
Thus  rav'd  the  monarch,  and  the  gentle  guide, 
Pleas'd  with  his  error,  thus  in  fmiles  replied. 

I  muft  applaud,  my  lord,  the  lucky  thought ;  •* 

Ev'n  I,  who  know  th'  original,  am  caught,  I 

And  doubt  my  fenfes,  when  I  view  the  draught,  J 

VOL.  VI.  O  The 


The  flo'.v-afcending  hill,   the  lofty  wood 

That  mantles  o'er  its  brow,  the  filver  flood 

Wand'ring  in  mazes  through  the  flow'ry  mead, 

The  herd  that  in  the  plenteous  paftures  feed, 

And  every  objecl:,  every  fcene  excites 

Frem  wonder  in  my  foul,  and  fills  with  new  delights: 

Dwells  cheerful  Plenty  there,  and  learned  Eafe, 

And  Art  with  Nature  feems  at  flrife  to-  pleafe. 

There  Liberty,  delightful  goddefs,  reigns, 

Gladdens  each  heart,  and  gilds  the  fertile  plains ; 

There  firmly  feated  may  me  ever  fmile, 

And  mow'r  her  bleffings  o'er  her  fav'rite  ifie  ! 

But  fee,  the  rifmg  fun  reproves  our  Hay. 

He  faid,   and  to  the  ocean  wingM  his  way, 

Stretchmg  his  courfe  to  climates  then  unknown, 

Nations  that  fwelter  in  the  burning  zone. 

There  in  Peruvian  vales  a  moment  ftaid, 

And  fmooth'd  his  wings  beneath  the  citron  fliade  ,- 

Then  fwift  his  oary  pinions  plied  again, 

Crofs'd  the  new  world,  and  fought  the  Southern  main; 

Where  many  a  wet  and  weary  league  o'erpaft, 

The  wim'd-for  paradife  appeared  at  laft. 

With  force  abated  now  they  gently  fweep 
O'er  the  fmooth  furface  of  the  fhining  deep; 
The  Dryads  hailM  them  from  the  diilant  more, 
The  Nereids  play'd  around,  the  Tritons  fwam  before, 
While  foft  Favonins  their  arrival  greets, 
And  breathes  his  welcome  in  a  thoufand  fweets. 

Nor 
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Nor  pale  difeafe,  nor  health-corifuming  crre, 
Nor  wrath,  nor  foul  revenge,  can  enter  thert; 
No  vapour'd  foggy  gloom  imbrowns  the  fky ; 
No  tempelts  rage,  no  angry  lightnings  fly; 
But  dews,  and  foft  refreshing  airs  are  found, 
And  pure  setheral  azure  mines  around. 
Whatever  the  fweet  Sabaean  foil  can  boaft, 
Or  Mecca's  plains,  or  India's  fpicy  coaft; 
What  Hybla's  hills,  or  rich  CEbalia's  fields, 
Or  flow'ry  vale  of  fam'd  Hymettus  yields ; 
Or  what  of  old  th'  Hefperian  orchard  grac'd; 
All  that  was  e'er  delicious  to  the  taite, 
Sweet  to  the  fmell,  or  lovely  to  the  view, 
Collected  there  with  added  beauty  grew. 
High-towYmg  to  the  Heavens  the  trees  are  fcen, 
Their  bulk  immenfe,  their  leaf  for  ever  green; 
So  clofely  interwove,  the  tell-tale  fun 
Can  ne'er  defcry  the  deeds  beneath  them  done, 
But  where  by  fits  the  fportive  gales  divide 
Their  tender  tops,  and  fan  the  leaves  afide. 
Like  a  fmooth  carpet  at  their  feet  lies  fpread 
The  matted  grafs,  by  babbling  fountains  fed  ; 
And  on  each  bough  the  feather'd  choir  employ 
Their  melting  notes,  and  nought  is  heard  but  joy. 
The  painted  flowers  exhale  a  rich  perfume, 
The  fruits  are  mingled  with  eternal  bloom, 
And  Spring  and  Autumn  hand  in  hand  appear, 
Lead  on  the  merry  months,  .and  join  to  cloath  the  year. 

O  z  Here, 


Here,  o'er  the  mountain's  Ihaggy  fummit  pour'd,, 

From  rock  to  rock  the  tumbling  torrent  roar'd, 

While  beauteons  Iris  in  the  vale  below 

Paints  on  the  rifing  fumes  her  radiant  bow. 

Now  through  the  meads  the  mazy  current  ftray'd, 

Now  hid  its  wand'rings  in  the  myrtle  made ; 

Or  in  a  thouland  veins  divides  its  {tore, 

Vilits  each  plant,  refrelhes  every  flower; 

O'er  gems  and  golden  lands  in  murmurs  flows, 

And  iweetly  foothes  the  foul,  and  lulls  to  loft  repofe. 

If  hunger  call,  no  fooner  can  the  mind 
Exprels  her  will  to  needful  food  inclin'd, 
But  in  fome  cool  recefs,  or  op'ning  glade, 
The  feats  are  plac'd,  the  tables  neatly  laid, 
And  inftantly  convey'd  by  magic  hand 
In  comely  rows  the  coltly  dimes  ftand ; 
Meats  of  all  kinds  that  nature  can  impart, 
Prepar'd  in  all  the  niceil  forms  of  art. 
A  troop  of  fprightly  nymphs  array'd  in  green, 
With  flow'ry  chaplets  crown'd,  come  fcudding  ia; 
With  fragrant  bloiToms  thefe  adorn  the  feait, 
Thole  with  officious  zeal  attend  the  gueft; 
Beneath  his  feet  the  filken  carpet  fpread, 
Or  fprinkle  liquid  odours  o'er  his  head. 
Others  in  ruby  cups  with  rofes  bound, 
Delightful !  deal  the  fparkling  neclar  round  ; 
Or  weave  the  dance,  or  tune  the  vocal  lay ; 
The  lyres  reibund,  the  merry  minftrels  play  ; 


Gay  health,  and  youthful  joys  o'eripread  the  placet 

And  fwell  each  heart,  and  triumph  in  each  face. 

So,  when  embolden'd  by  the  vernal  air, 

The  bury  bees  to  blooming  fields  repair; 

For  various  ufe  employ  their  chymic  powY; 

One  culls  the  fnowy  pounce,  one  fucks  the  flow'r; 

Again  to  different  works  returning  home, 

Some  a  Iteeve  the  honey,  fome  ere6t  the  comb; 

All  for  the  general  good  in  concert  ftrive, 

And  every  foul's  in  motion,  every  limb's  alive. 

And  now  defcending  from  his  flight,  the  God 
On  the  green  turf  releas'd  his  precious  load; 
There,  after  mutual  falutations  paft, 
And  endlefs  friendfhip  vow'd,  they  part  in  hafte; 
Zephyr  impatient  to  behold  his  love, 
The  prince  in  raptures  wand'ring  through  the  grove, 
Now  ikipping  on,  and  fmging  as  he  went, 
Now  flopping  Ihort  to  give  his  tranfports  vent ; 
With  fudden  gufts  of  happinefs  opprefs'd, 
Or  Hands  entranc'd,  or  raves  like  one  poflefs'd; 
His  mind  afloat,  his  wand'ring  fenfcs  quite 
O'ercome  with  charms,  and  frantic  with  delight ; 
From  fcene  to  fcene  by  random  fleps  convey'd, 
Admires  the  dillant  views,  explores  the  iecret  fliade, 
Dwells  on  each  fpot,  with  eager  eye  devours 
The  woods,  the  lawns,  the  buildings,  and  the  bower*; 
New  fweets,  new  joys  at  every  glance  arife, 
And  every  turn  creates  a  frem  furprize. 

a  Or  tfive,  flipant. 

O  3  Clofe, 
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Clofc  by  the  borders  of-  a  rifing  wood, 
In  a  green  vale  a  cryftal  grotto  ftood;  '  '*? 

And  o'er  its  fide,  beneath  a  beechen  fhade, 
In  broken  falls  a  iilver  fountain  play'd. 
Hither,  attracted  by  the  murm'ring  ftream, 
And  cool  recefs,  the  pleas'd  Porfenna  came, 
And  on  the  tender  grafs  reclining  chofe 
To  wave  his  joys  awhile,  and  take  a  fliort  repofe. 
The  fcene  invites  him,  and  the  wanton  breeze 
That  whifpers  through  the  vale,  the  dancing  trees, 
The  warbjing  birds,  and  rills  that  gently  creep, 
All  join  their  murk  to  prolong  his  ileep. 

The  princefs  for  her  morning  walk  prepar'd ; 
The  female  troops  attend,  a  beauteous  guard. 
Array'd  in  all  her  charms  appeared  the  fair; 
Tall  was  her  frature,  unconfin'd  her  air ; 
Proportion  deck'd  her  limbs,  and  in  her  face 
Lay  love  inflirin'd,  lay  fweet  attractive  grace 
Temp'ring  the  aweful  beams  her  eyes  convey'd, 
And  like  a  lambent  flame  around  her  play'd. 
No  foreign  aids,  by  mortal  ladies  worn, 
From  fhells  and  rocks  her  artlefs  charms  adorn; 
For  grant  that  beauty  were  by  gems  increas'd,  £ 

'Tis  rendered  more  fufpecled  at  the  leaft; 
And  foul  defects,  that  would  efcape  the  fight, 
Start  from  the  piece,  and  take  a  itronger  light. 
Her  chefnut  hair  in  carelefs  rings  around 
Her  temples  wav'd,  with  pinks  and  jes'ir.ine  crown'd, 

And, 


[    «5    J 

And,  gathered  in  a  filken  cord  behind, 
CurPd  to  the  waiil,  and  floated  in  the  wind ; 
O'er  thefe  a  veil  of  yellow  gauze  Hie  wore, 
With  amaranths  and  gold  embroider'd  o'er. 
Jier  fnowy  neck  half  naked  to  the  view 
Gracefully  fell;  a  robe  of  purple  hue 
Hung  loolely  o'er  her  ilender  fhape,  and  tried 
To  {hade  thofe  beauties,  that  it  could  not  hide. 
The  damlels  of  her  train  with  mirth  and  fong 
Frolic  behind,  and  laugh  and  fport  along. 
The  birds  proclaim  their  queen  from  every  tree ; 
The  beafts  run  friflung  through  the  groves  to  fee ; 
The  Loves,  the  Pleafures,  and  the  Graces  meet 
In  antic  rounds,  and  dance  before  her  feet. 
By  whatever  fancy  led,  it  chanc'd  that  day 
They  through  the  fecret  valley  took  their  way, 
And  to  the  cryflal  grot  advancing  fpied 
The  prince  extended  by  the  fountain's  fide. 

He  look'd  as,  by  fome  Ikilful  hand  exprels'd, 
Apollo's  youthful  form  retir'd  to  reitj 
When  with  the  chace  fatigued  he  quits  the  wood 
For  Pindus*  vale,  and  Aganippe's  flood ; 
There  deeps  fecure,  his  carelefs  limbs  difplay'd 
At  eafe,  encircled  by  the  laurel  fliacle  ; 
Beneath  his  head  his  fheaf  of  arrows  lie, 
His  bow  unbent  hangs  negligently  by. 
The  ilumb'ring  prince  might  boafl  an  equal  grace, 
So  tura'd  his  limbs,  fo  beautiful  his  face. 

O  4  Waking 


i 
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Waking  he  ftarted  from  the  ground  in  hafte, 
And  faw  the  beauteous  choir  around  him  placM ; 
Then,  fummoning  his  fenfes,  ran  to  meet 
The  queen,  and  laid  him  humbly  at  her  feet : 
Deign,  lovely  princefs,  to  behold,  faid  he, 
One,  who  has  traversed  all  the  world  to  fee 
Thofe  charms,  and  worfhip  thy  divinity  : 
Accept  thy  flave,  and  with  a  gracious  fmile 
Excufe  his  rafhnefs,  and  reward  his  toil. 
Stood  motionlels  the  fair  with  mute  furprize, 
And  read  him  over  with  admiring  eyes ; 
And  while  me  fledfaft  gaz'd,  a  pleifing  fmart 
Ran  thrilling  through  her  veins,  and  reach'd  her  heart. 
Each  limb  me  fcann'd,  coniider'cl  every  grace, 
And  fagely  judg'd  him  of  the  phoenix  race. 
An  animal  like  this  me  ne'er  had  known, 
And  thence  concluded  there  could  be  but  one; 
The  creature  too  had  all  the  phoenix  air; 
None  but  the  phoenix  could  appear  ib  fair. 
The  more  me  look'd,  the  more  me  thought  it  true, 
And  call'd  him  by  that  name,  to  mew  me  knew. 

O  handfome  phoenix,  for  that  fuch  you  are 
We  know :  your  beauty  does  your  breed  declare ; 
And  I  with  forrow  own  through  all  my  coafl 
No  other  bird  can  fuch  perfection  boa  ft; 
For  Nature  form'd  you  fingle  and  alone : 
Alas  1  what  pity  'tis  there  is  but  one ! 

Were 


Were  there  a  queen  fo  fortunate  to  fhcw 
An  aviary  of  charming  birds  like  you, 
What  envy  would  her  happinefs  create 
In  all,  who  faw  the  glories  of  her  flate  ! 

The  prince  laugh'd  inwardly,  furpriz'd  to  find 
So  ftrange  a  ipeech,  fo  innocent  a  mind. 
The  compliment  indeed  did  fome  oifence 
To  reafon,  and  a  little  wrong'd  her  fenfe; 
He  could  not  let  it  pafs,  but  told  his  name, 
And  what  he  was,  and  whence,- and  why  he  came; 
And  hinted  other  things  of  high  concern 
For  him  to  mention,  and  for  her  to  learn; 
And  flie  'ad  a  piercing  wit,  of  wond'rous  reach 
To  comprehend  whatever  he  could  teach. 
Thus  hand  in  hand  they  to  the  palace  walk, 
Pleas 'd  and  inftmfted  with  each  other's  talk. 

Here  fliould  I  tell  the  furniture's  expence, 
And  all  the  ftruc~hire's  vaft  magnificence, 
Defcribe  the  walls  of  mining  lapphire  made, 
With  emerald  and  pearl  the  floors  inlaid, 
And  how  the  vaulted  canopies  unfold 
A  mimic  heav'n,  and  flame  with  gems  and  gold; 
Or  how  Felicity  regales  her  gueft, 
The  wit,  the  mirth,  the  mulic,  and  the  feaftj 
And  on  each  part  beftow  the  praifes  due, 
'Twould  tire  the  writer,  and  the  reader  too. 
My  amorous  tale  a  fofter  path  purfues : 
Love  and  the  happy  pair  demand  my  Mufe. 

O  could 


O  could  her  art  in  equal  terms  exprefs 

The  lives  they  lead,  the  pleafures  they  poflefs  ! 

Fortune  had  ne'er  fo  plenteoufly  before 

Beftow'd  her  gifts,  nor  can  me  lavifh  more. 

"Tis  heaven  itfelf,  'tis  ecftacy  of  bills, 

Uninterrupted  joy,  untir'd  excefs ; 

Mirth  following  mirth  the  moments  dance  away; 

Love  claims  the  night,  and  friendfhip  rules  the  day. 

Their  tender  care  no  cold  indiff'rence  knows  j 
No  jealoufies  difturb  their  fweet  repofe  ; 
No  ficknefs,  no  decay;  but  youthful  grace, 
And  conftant  beauty  mines  in  either  face. 
Benumming  age  may  mortal  charms  invade, 
Flowers  of  a  day  that  do  but  bloom  and  fade  ; 
Far  different  here,  on  them  it  only  blows 
The  lily's  white,  and  fpreads  the  blufhing  rofe; 
No  conqueft  o'er  thofe  radiant  eyes  can  boaft ; 
They  like  the  ftars  mine  brighter  in  its  froft ; 
Nor  fear  its  rigour,  nor  its  rule  obey; 
All  feafons  are  the  fame,  and  every  mcnth  is  May. 

Alas  !  how  vain  is  happinels  below  ! 
Man  foon  or  late  muft  have  his  mare  of  woe  : 
Slight  are  his  joys,  and  fleeting  as  the  wind; 
His  griefs  wound  home,  and  leave  a  fting  behind, 
His  lot  diftinguifli'd  from  the  brute  appears 
Lefs  certain  by  his  laughter  than  his  tears ; 
For  ignorance  too  oft  our  pleafure  breeds, 
But  forrow  from  the  reas'ning  foul  proceeds. 
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If  man  on  earth  in  endlefs  blifs  could  be, 
The  boon,  young  prince,  had  been  beftow'd  on  thee. 
Bright  flione  thy  itars,  thy  Fortune  flourifh'd  fair, 
And  feem'd  fecure  beyond  the  reach  of  care, 
And  fo  might  flill  have  been,  but  anxious  thought 
Has  dafh'd  thy  cup,  and  thou  mud  tafte  the  draught. 

It  fo  befel :  as  on  a  certain  day 
This  happy  couple  toy'd  their  time  away, 
He  alk'd  how  many  charming  hours  were  flown, 
Since  on  her  Have  her  heav'n  of  beauty  fhone. 
Should  I  confult  my  heart,  cried  he,  the  rate 
Were  fmall,  a  week  would  be  the  utmofl  date: 
But  when  my  mind  reflects  on  actions  paft, 
And  counts  its  joys,  time  muft  have  fled  more  faft. 
Perhaps  I  might  have  laid,  three  months  are  gone, 
Three  months !  replied  the  fair,  three  months  alone ! 
Know  that  three  hundred  years  have  roll'd  away, 
Since  at  my  feet  the  lovely  phoenix  lay. 
Three  hundred  years!  re-echoed  back  the  prince, 
A  whole  three  hundred  years  compleated  fince 
I  landed  here !  O !  whither  then  are  flown 
My  deareft  friends,  my  fubjecls,  and  my  throne? 
How  ftrange,  alas !  how  alterd  mall  I  find 
Each  earthly  thing,  each  fcene  I  left  behind  ! 
Who  knows  me  now  !  on  whom  mall  I  depend 
To  gain  my  rights!  where  mail  I  find  a  friend  J 
My  crown  perhaps  may  grace  a  foreign  line, 
A  race  of  kings,  that  know  not  me  nor  mine; 

Who 
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Who  reigns  may  wifh  my  death  ;  his  fubje&s  treat 

My  claim  with  fcorn,  and  call  their  prince  a  cheat. 

Oh  had  my  life  been  ended  as  begun ! 

My  deftin'd  ftage,  my  race  of  glory  run, 

I  Ihould  have  died  well  pleas'd ;  my  honour'd  name 

Hid  Jiv'd,  had  flourim'd  in  the  lift  of  fame; 

Reflecting  now  my  mind  with  horror  fees 

The  fad  furvey,  a  fcene  of  fliameful  eafe, 

Tre  odious  blot,  the  fcandal  of  my  race, 

Scarce  known,  and  only  mention'd  with  difgrace. 

7he  fair  beheld  him  with  impatient  eye, 
And  red  with  anger  made  this  warm  reply : 
Ungrateful  man !  is  this  the  kind  return 
My  ove  deferves  ?  and  can  you  thus  with  fcorn 
Reject  what  once  you  pi  iz'd,  what  once  you  fwore 
Surpas'd  all  charms,  and  mude  ev'n  glory  poor? 
What  gifts  have  I  beilow'd,  what  favours  fhewn! 
Madeylu  partaker  of  my  bed  and  throne; 
Three  centuries  preferv'd  in  youthful  prime, 
Safe  from  the  rage  of  death,  and  injuries  of  timer 
Weak  arguments  !  for  glory  reigns  above 
The  feeble  ties  of  gratitude  and  love. 
I  urge  them  not,  nor  would  requeft  your  flay ; 
The  phantom  glory  calls,  and  I  obqyj 
All  other  virtues  are  regardlefs  quite, 
Sunk  and  abforb'd  in  that  fuperior  light. 
Go  ther.,  barbarian,  to  thy  realms  return, 
And  flie.v  thyfelf  unworthy  my  concern; 
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Go,  tell  the  world,  your  tender  heart  could  give 
Death  to  the  princefs,  by  whole  care  you  live. 

At  this  a  deadly  pale  her  cheeks  o'erfpread, 
Cold  trembling  feiz'd  her  limbs,  her  fpirits  fled; 
She  funk  into  his  arms :  the  prince  was  mov'd, 
Felt  all  her  griefs,  for  ft  ill  he  greatly  lov'd. 
He  figh'd,  he  winYd  he  could  forget  his  throne, 
Confine  his  thoughts,  and  live  for  her  alone  j, 
But  glory  mot  him  deep,  the  venem'd  dart 
Was  hVd  within,  arid  rankled  at  his  heart  j 
He  could  not  hide  its  wounds,  but  pin'd  away 
Like  a  fick  flower,  and  languifh'd  in  decay. 
An  age  no  longer  like  a  month  appears, 
But  every  month  becomes  a  hundred  years. 

Felicity  was  griev'd,  and  could  not  bear 
A  fcene  fo  chang'd,  a  light  of  fo  much  care. 
She  told  him  with  a  look  of  cold  difdain, 
And  feeming  eafe,  as  women  well  can  feign, 
He  might  depart  at  will;  a  milder  air 
Would  mend  his  health ;  he  was  no  prisoner  there; 
She  kept  him  not,  and  wifh'd  he  ne'er  might  find 
Caufe  to  regret  the  place  he  left  behind, 
Which  once  he  lov'd,  and  where  he  ftill  muft  own 
He  had  at  leaft  feme  little  plea  lure  known. 

If  thefe  prophetic  words  awhile  dellroy 
His  peace,  the  former  balance  it  in  joy. 
He  thank'd  her  for  her  kind  concern,  but  chofe 
To  quit  the  place,  the  reft  let  heav'n  difpofe. 

For 


For  Fate,-  on  mifchiefs  bent,  perverts  the  will, 
And  firft  infatuates  whom  it  means  to  kill. 

Aurora  now,  not,  as  flie  wont  to  rife, 
In  gay  attire  ting'd  with  a  thoufand  dyes, 
But  fober-iad  in  folemn  ftate  appears, 
Clad  in  a  dufky  veil  bedew 'd  with  tears. 
Thick  mantling  clouds  beneath  her  chariot  fpread, 
A  faded  wreath  hangs  drooping  from  her  head. 
The  lick'ning  fun  emits  a  feeble  ray, 
Half  drown'd  in  fogs,  and  ftruggling  into  day. 
Some  black  event  the  threat'ning  Ikies  foretel. 
Porfenna  role  to  take  his  laft  farewel. 
A  curious  vefl  the  mournful  princefs  brought, 
And  armour  by  the  Lemnian  artiil  wrought, 
A  mining  lance  with  fecret  virtue  ilor'd, 
And  of  reiilHeis  force  a  magic  fword, 
Caparifons  and  gems  of  wond'rous  price, 
And  loaded  him  with  gifts  and  good  advice; 
But  chief  fhe  gave,  and  what  he  moll  would  need, 
The  fleeteft  of  her  Ibid,  a  flying  (teed. 
The  iwift  Grifippo,  laid  th'  afflifted  fair, 
(Such  was  the  courier's  name)  with  fpeed  mail 
And  place  you  fafely  in  your  native  air ; 
Affift  againft  the  foe,  with  matchlefs  might 
Ravage  the  field,  and  turn  the  doubtful  fight ; 
With  care  protect  you  till  the  danger  ceafe, 
Your  truft  in  war,  your  ornament  in  peace. 


bear,       |> 


But 


But  this,  I  warn,  beware;  whate'er  mall  lay 

To  intercept  your  coilrfe,  or  tempt  your  ftay, 

Quit  not  your  faddle,  nor  your  fpeed  abate, 

'  Till  fafely  landed  at  your  palace  gate. 

On  this  alone  depends  your  weal  or  woe ; 

Such  is  the  will  of  Fate,  and  fo  the  Gods  forefliew. 

He  in  the  foftefl  terms  repaid  her  love, 

And  vow'd,  nor  age,   nor  abfence,  fhould  remove 

His  conftant  faith,  and  fure  me  could  not  blam« 

A  ihort  divorce  due  to  his  injur'd  fame. 

The  debt  difcharg'd,  then  mould  her  foldier  come 

Gay  from  the  field,  and,  flufh'd  with  conquell,  home ; 

With  equal  ardour  her  affection  meet, 

And  lay  his  laurels  at  his  miftrefs'  feet. 

He  ceas'd,  arid  fighing  took  a  kind  adieu; 

Then  Urg'd  his  iked;  the  fierce  Grifippo  flew; 

With  rapid  force  outftripp'd  the  lagging  wind, 

And  left  the  blilsful  mores,  and  weeping  fair  behind; 

Now  o'er  the  feas  purfu'd  his  airy  flight, 

Now  fcower'd  the  plains,  andclimb'd  the  mountain's  height. 

Thus  driving  on  at  fpeed  the  prince  had  run 
Near  half  his  courfe,  when,  with  the  fetting  fun, 
As  through  a  lonely  lane  he  chanc'd  to  ride, 
With  rocks  and  bumes  fenc'd  on  either  fide, 
He  fpied  a  waggon  full  of  wings,  that  lay 
Broke  and  o'erturn'd  acrofs  the  narrow  way. 
The  helplefs  driver  on  the  dirty  road 
Lay  ftruggling,  crufli'd  beneath  th*  incumbent  load. 

7  Never 
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Never  in  human  fhape  was  feen  before 

A  wight  fo  pale,  fo  feeble,  and  fo  poor. 

Comparifons  of  age  would  do  him  wrong, 

For  Neftor's  felf,  if  plac'd  by  him,  were  young. 

His  limbs  were  naked  all,  and  worn  fo  thin, 

The  bones  feem'd  ftarting  through  the  parchment  (kin, 

His  eyes  half  drovvn'd  in  rheum,  his  accents  weak, 

Bald  was  his  head,  and  furrow'd  was  his  cheek. 

The  confcious  freed  ftopp'd  ihort  in  deadly  fright. 
And  back  recoiling  ftretch'd  his  wings  for  flight, 
When  thus  the  wretch  with  fupplicating  tone, 
And  rueful  face,  began  his  piteous  moan, 
And,  as  he  fpake,  the  tears  ran  trickling  down. 
O  gentle  youth,  if  pity  e'er  inclin'd 
Thy  foul  to  gen'rous  deeds,  if  e'er  thy  mind 
Was  touch'd  with  foft  diurefs,  extend  thy  care 
To  fave  an  old  man's  life,  and  eafe  the  load  I  bear. 
So  may  propitious  heaven  your  journey  fpeed, 
Prolong  your  days,  and  all  your  vows  fucceed. 

Mov'd  with  the  prayer  the  kind  Porferma  ilaid, 
Too  nobly-minded  to  refuie  his  aid, 
And,  prudence  yielding  to  fuperior  grief, 
Leap'd  from  his  freed,  and  ran  to  his  relief; 
Remov'd  the  weight,  and  gave  the  pris'ner  breath, 
Juft  choak'd,  and  gafping  on  the  verge  of  death  ; 
Then  reach'd  his  hand,  when  lightly  with  a  bound 
The  grizly  fpeclre,  vaulting  from  the  ground,     -t 

Sciz'd 


SeizM  him  with  fudden  gripe,  th'  aflonhVd  prince 
Stood  horror-ilruck,  and  thoughtlefs  of  defence. 

O  king  of  Ruffia,  with  a  thnnd'ring  found 
Bellow'd  the  ghaftly  fiend,  at  length  thou'rt  found. 
Receive  the  ruler  of  mankind,  and  know, 
My  name  is  Time,  thy  ever-dreaded  foe. 
Thele  feet  are  founder'd,  and  the  wings  you  fee 
Worn  to  the  pinions  in  purfuit  of  thee  ; 
Through  all  the  world  in  vain  for  ages  fought, 
But  Fate  has  doom'd  thee  now,  and  thou  art  caught. 
Then  round  his  neck  his  arms  he  nimbly  call, 
And  feiz'd  him  by  the  throat,  and  grafp'd  him  faft ; 
Till  forc'd  at  length  the  foul  foribok  its  feat, 
And  the  pale  breathlefs  corfe  fell  bleeding  at  his  feet* 

Scarce  had  the  curfed  fpoiler  left  his  prey, 
When,  fo  it  chanc'd,  young  Zephyr  pafs'd  that  way; 
Too  late  his  prefence  to  affift  his  friend, 
A  fad,  but  helplefs  witnefs  of  his  end. 
He  chafes,  and  fans,  and  ftrives  in  vain  to  cure 
His  itreaming  wounds ;  the  work  was  done  too  lure. 
Now  lightly  with  a  foft  embrace  uprears 
The  lifelefs  load,  and  bathes  it  in  his  tears ; 
Then  to  the  blifsful  feats  with  fpeed  conveys, 
And  graceful  on  the  mofly  carpet  lays 
With  decent  care,  clofe  by  the  fountain's  fide, 
XVhere  firfl  the  princefs  had  her  phoenix  fpied. 
There  with  fweet  flowers  his  lovely  limbs  he  ftrewM* 
And  gave  a  parting  kifs,  and  fighs  and  tears  beftow'd. 

VOL.  VI.  P    ' 


To  that  fad  foUtude  .the  weeping  dame, 
Wild  with  her  lofs,  andfwoln  with  iorrow,  earned 
There  was  flie  wont  to  vent  her  griefs,  and  mourri 
Thole  dear  delights  that  mutt  no  more  return. 
Thither  that  morn  with  more  than  iiiiial  care 
She  fped,  but  oh  what  joy  to  find  him  there! 
As  juft  arriv'dj  and  weary  with  the  way, 
Retir'd  to  foft  repqfe  her  hero  lay. 
Now  near  approaching  ihe  began  to  creep 
With  careful  fteps,  loth  to  difturb  his  fleep  j 
'Till  quke  o'ercome  with  tendernefs  fee  flew, 
And  round  his  neck  her  arms  in  tranfport  threw. 
But,  when  me  found  him  dead,  no  tongue  can  tell 
The  pangs  flie  felt;  me  flirick'd,  and  fwooning  fell. 
Waking,  with  loud  laments  me  pierc'd  the  Ikies, 
And  fili'd  th'  affrighted  foreil  with  her  cries. 
That  fatal  hour  the  palace  gate  flie  barr'd, 
And  fixM  around  the  coaft  a  ftronger  guard; 
Now  rare  appearing,  and  at  diilance  feen, 
With  crowds  of  black  misfortunes  plac'd  between ; 
Miichiefs  of  every  kind,  corroding  care, 
And  fears,  and  jeaiouiies,  and  dark  defpair. 
And  fince  that  day  (the  wretched  world  muft  own 
Thefe  mournful  truths  by  iad  experience  known) 
No  mortal  e'er  enjoy'd  that  happy  clime, 
And  every  thing  on  earth  fubmits  to  Time. 

THE 
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THE      EVE  R-G  KEEN. 
BY  WILJ.IAM   SHEX  STONE,    Efq. 

WH  E  N  tepid  breezes  fann'd  the  air, 
And  violets  perfum'd  the  glade, 
Penfive  and  grave  my  charming  fair 
Beneath  yon  fhady  lime  was  laid. 

Fhnirifh,  faid  I>  thofe  favour'd  boughs, 
And  ever  footh  the  pureft  flames  ; 

Witnefs  to  none  but  faithful  vows  ! 
Wounded  by  none  but  faithful  names  ! 

Yield  every  tree  that  crowns  the  grove 

To  this  which  pleas'd  my  wandering  dear! 

Range  where  you  will,  ye  bands  of  love, 
Ye  itill  iliallr/A!  to  revel  here. 


Laviaia  fmil'd  —  and  whilft  her  arm 

Her  fair  reclining  head  fuftain'd, 
Betray  M  flie  felt  fome  frefli  nlart^  f 

And  thus  the  meaning  fmile  explain  V^ 

When  fumrjier  fuos  fliine  forth  no  more, 

Will  then  this  lime  its  flicker  yield  ? 
Prote6t  us  when  the  tempers  roar, 

And  winter  drives  us  from  the  field  ? 

P  2  Yet 


Yet  faithful  then  the  fir  fliall  la  ft — »• 
I  fmile,  flie  cry'd,  but  ah!  I  tremble, 

To  think,  when  my  fair  feafon's  part, 
Which  Damon  then  will  moil  refemblc. 
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ANSWER. 

JBv    THE    SAME. 

TO  O  tim'rous  maid,  can  time  or  chance 
A  pure  ingenuous  flame  controul  ? 
O  lay  afide  that  tender  glance, 

That  melts  my  frame,  that  kills  my  foul. 

Were  but  thy  outward  charms  admir'd, 

Frail  origin  of  female  fway  ! 
My  flame,  like  other  flames  infpir'd, 

Might  then  like  other  flames  decay  ; 

But  whilft  thy  mind  fliali  feem  thus  fair, 

Thy  foul's  unfading  charms  be  feen, 
Thou  may'ft  refign  that  fhape  and  air, 

Yet  find  thy  fwain— an  ever-green. 

C  A  X- 
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CANDOUR. 

BY     THE     SAME. 

TH  E  warmeft  friend,  I  ever  prov'd, 
My  bittereft  foe  I  fee: 
The  kindeft  maid  I  ever  lov'd, 
Is  falfe  to  love  and  me. 

But  fhall  I  make  the  angry  vow, 
Which  tempts  my  wavering  mind  ? 

Shall  dark  fuipicion  cloud  my  brow, 
And  bid  me  flmn  mankind? 

Avaunt,  thou  hell-born  fiend !  no  more 

Pretend  my  fteps  to  guide; 
Let  me  be  cheated  o'er  and  o'er, 

But  let  me  flill  confide. 

If  this  be  folly,  all  my  claim 

To  wifdom  I  refign  ; 
But  let  no  fage  prefume  to  name 

His  kappi»«ft  with  mine. 


LYSANDER 


L  Y   S  A  N  D  E  R     TO     C  L  O  E. 

BY     THE     SAME. 

'  'T4N I S  true,  my  wifii  will  never  find 

•*-     r\  nother  nymph  16  fair,  fo  true  ; 
Since  all  that's  bright,  and  all  that's  kind, 

Jn  thofe  expreilive  eyes  I  vie«'. 

And  I  with  grateful  zeal  could  haile 

To  China  for  the  mereit  toy, 
Could  fcorch  on  Libya's  barren  nrafle, 

To  give  my  dear  a  moment's  joy.. 

But,  fickle  as  the  wave  or  wind, 

I  once  may  flight  thofe  lovely  arms ; 
Pardon  a  free  ingenuous  mind, 

I  do  not  half  deferve  thy  charms. 

If  I  in  any  praife  excel, 

JTis  in  (oft  themes  to  paint  my  flame; 
But  Chloe's  fweetnefs  bids  me  tell, 

I  mall  not  long  remain  the  fame. 

I  know  itg  fcafon  will  expire, 

Replac'd  by  cool  efteem  alone ; 
Nor  more  thy  matchlefs  bread  admire 

Than  I  deteft  and  fcorn  my  own. 

This 
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This  interval  my  fate  allows, 
And  friendfliip  dictates  all  I  fay  j 

O  fhun  to  hear  my  future  vows, 
When  giddy  love  refumes  the  lay. 

§o  fpme  poor  maniac  can  forefee 
The  random  hours  of  madnefs  nigh 

Jle  mourns  the  fates'  fevere  decree, 
And  cautions  whom  he  loves  to  fly. 


CLOE     TO     LYSANDER 

By    T  HE   SAME. 

OF  vagrant  loves,  and  fickle  flames 
Lyfander's  Mufe  may  tell, 
And  fure  fuch  artlefs  freedom  claims 
His  Cloe's  beil  farewel. 

Whene'er  his  heart  becomes  the  theme 

We  fee  his  fancy  mine ; 
But  let  not  vain  Lyfander  dream 

That  e'er  that  heart  was  mine. 

Can  he  that  fondly  hopes  to  move, 

With  caution  chill  his  lay  ? 
Can  he  who  feels  the  power  of  lovet 

Foretel  that  love's  decay  ? 

r  4 


Why 
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Why  teize  believing  nymphs  in  vain  ? 

Go  feek  fome  pathlefs  vale, 
And  liftcn  to  thy  vocal  (train 

Soft  echoing  down  the  dale. 

While  artlefs  Cloe,  hence  retir'd, 
Shall  this  fad  maxim  prove ; 

No  bofom,  once  with  love  infpir'd, 
Could  evpr  ceafe  to  love. 


To  THE  MEMORY  OF  AN  AGREEABLE  LADY  BURYEI* 
IN  MARRIAGE  TO  A  PERSON  UNDESERVING  HER. 

?HTMVAS  always  held,  and  ever  will, 

JL     By  fage  mankind,  difcreeter 
T*  anticipate  a  leffer  ill 

Than  undergo  a  greater. 

When  mortals  dread  difeafes,  pain,, 

And  languishing  conditions ; 
Who  don't  the  leffer  ills  fuflain. 

Of  phyfic  and  phyficians  ? 

Rather  than  lofe  his  whole  eftate, 

He  that  but  little  wife  is, 
Full  gladly  pays  four  parts  in  eight 

TQ  taxes  and  excifes. 

With 
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With  numerous  ills  in  fingle  life 
The  batchelor's  attended; 

Such  to  avoid,  he  takes  a  wife— 
And  much  the  cafe  is  mended. 

Poor  Gratia,  in  her  twentieth  year, 

Forefeeing  future  Woe, 
Chofe  to  attend  a  monkey  here, 

Before  an  ape  below. 


AN   ELEGY,    WRITTEN   ON   VALENTINE 
MORNING. 


HARK,  through  the  facred  filcnce  of  the  night, 
Loud  Chanticleer  doth  found  his  clarion  fhrill^ 
Hailing  with  fong  the  firft  pale  gleam  of  light, 
That  floats  the  dark  brow  of  yon  eaftern  hill. 

Bright  ftar  of  morn,  oh!  leave  not  yet  the  wave^ 

To  deck  the  dewy  frontlet  of  the  day, 
Nor  thou,  Aurora,  quit  Tithonus'  cave, 

Nor  drive  retiring  darknefs  yet  away, 

Ere  thefe  my  ruflic  hands  a  garland  twine, 

Ere  yet  my  tongue  indite  a  fimple  fong, 
For  her  I  mean  to  hail  my  Valentine, 

Sweet  maiden,  fairefl  of  the  virgin  throng, 

3  Sweet 
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Sweet  is  the  morn,  and  fveet  the  gentle  breeze 
That  fans  the  fragrant  bofom  of  the  fpring, 

Sweet  chirps  the  lark,  and  fwceter  far  than  thefc 
The  gentle  love-fong  gurgling  turtles  fmg. 

Oh  let  the  flowers  be  fragrant  as  the  morn, 

And  as  the  turtle's  fong  my  ditty  fvveet : 
Thofe  flowers  my  woven  chaplet  muft  adorn, 

That  ditty  muft  my  waking  charmer  greet. 

And  thou,  bleft  faint,  whom  choral  creatures  joiij 

In  one  enlivening  fymphony  to  hail, 
Qh  be  propitious,   gentle  Valentine, 

And  let  each  holy  tender  ftgh  prevail. 

Oh  give  me  to  approach  my  fleeping  love, 
And  flrew  her  pillow  with  the  frefheft  flower^ 

No  ligh  unhallow'd  fhall  my  bofom  move, 

Nor  ftep  prophane  pollute  my  true-love's  bowers. 

At  facred  diftance  only  will  I  gaze, 

Nor  bid  my  unreproved  eye  refrain, 
Hean  while  my  tongue  fliall  chaunt  her  beauty's  praifc, 

And  hail  her  fleeping  with  the  gentleft  flrain. 

**  Awake  my  fair,  awake,  for  it  is  time  ; 

Hark,  thoufand  fongfters  rife  from  yonder  grove, 
And  rifmg  carol  this  fweet  hour  of  prime, 

Each  to  his  mate,  a  roundelay  of  love. 

AH 
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All  nature  (ings  the  hymeneal  fong, 

All  nature  follows,  where  the  fpring  invites  ; 

Come  forth,  my  love,  to  us  thefe  joys  belong, 
Ours  is  the  fpring,  .and  all  her  young  delights. 

For  us  flie  throws  pfofufejy  forth  her  flowers, 
Which  in  irefli  chaplets  joyful  I  will  -twine; 

Come  forth,  my  fair,  oh  do  not  lofe  tjiefe  hours, 
But  wake,  and  be  my  faithful  Valentine. 

Full  many  an  hour,   all  lonely  'have  I  figh'd, 
Nor  darecl  the  fecret  of  my  love  reveal, 

Full  many  a  fond  expedient  have  I  tried 
My  warmed  wifli  in  filence  to  conceal, 

And  oft  to  far  retired  folitude 

^11  mournfully  my  flow  ftep  have  I  bent, 
Luxurious  there  indulg'd  my  muling  mood, 

there  alone  have  given  my  forrows  vent, 


This  day  refolv'd  I  dare  to  plight  my  vow, 
This  day,  long  lince  the  feaft  of  love  decreed, 

Embolden'd  will  I  fpeak  my  flame,   nor  thou 
Refufe  to  hear  how  fore  my  heart  does  bleed," 

Yet  if  I  mould  behold  my  love  awake, 
Ah,  frail  refolves,  ah  whither  will  ye  fly? 

Full  well  I  know  I  fliall  not  filence  break, 
But  Itruck  with  awe  almoft  for  fear  fliall  die. 


Oh  no,  I  will  not  truft  a  fault'ring  fpeech 
In  broken  phrafe  an  aukward  tale  to  tell 

A  tale,  whofe  tendernefs  no  tongue  can  reach, 
Nor  fofteft  melody  can  utter  well. 

But  my  meek  eye,  belt  herald  to  my  heart, 
I  will  compofe  to  foft  and  downcaft  look, 

And  at  one  humble  glance  it  fhall  impart 
My  love,  nor  fear  the  language  be  miflook. 

For  me  fiiall  read  (apt  fcholar  at  this  lore) 
With  what  fond  paffion  my  true  bofoin  glows, 

How  hopelefs  of  return  I  ftill  adore, 

Nor  dare  the  boldnefs  of  my  wifli  difclofe. 

Should  me  then  fmile, — yet  ah !  me  fmiles  on  all, 

Her  gentle  temper  pities  all  diftrefs ; 
On  every  hill,  each  vale,  the  fun-beams  fall, 

Each  herb,  and  flower,  each  tree,  and  fhrub  they  blefs, 

Alike  all  nature  grateful  owns  the  boon, 

The  univerfal  ray  to  ail  is  free  ; 
Like  fond  Endymion  mould  I  hope  the  moon, 

Becaufe  among  the  reft  Ihe  mines  on  me  ? 

Hope,  vain  prefumer,  keep,  oh  keep  away : 
Ev'n  if  my  woe  her  gentle  bofom  move, 

Pity  fome  look  of  kindnefs  may  difplay ; 
But  each  foft  glance  is  not  a  look  of  love. 


Yet, 
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Yet,  heav'nly  vifitant,  thou  doft  not  quit 
Thofe  bow'rs  where  angels  fweet  divifion  fmg, 

Nor  deigneft  thou  on  mortal  fhrine  to  fit 
Alone,  for  round  thee  ever  on  the  wing, 

Glad  choirs  of  love,  attend,  and  hov'ring  wait 
Thy  mild  command  ;  of  thefe  thy  blooming  train 

Oh  bid  fome  fylph  in  morning  dreams  relate, 
Ere  yet  my  love  awake,  my  fccret  pain. 


THE    DOWAGER. 


BY     THE    SAME. 

WHERE  aged  elms,  in  many  a  goodly  row, 
Give  yearly  Ihelter  to  the  conftant  crow, 
A  maniion  (lands :— long  fince  the  pile  was  rais'd, 
Whofe  Gothic  grandeur  the  rude  hind  amaz'd. 
For  the  rich  ornament  on  every  part 
Confefs'd  the  founder's  wealth,  and  workman's  art  5 
Though  as  the  range  of  the  wide  court  we  tread, 
The  broken  arch  now  totters  o'er  the  head ; 
And  where  of  old  rofe  high  the  focial  fmoke, 
Now  fwallows  build,  and  lonely  ravens  croak. 
Though  Time,  whofe  touch  each  beauty  can  deface, 
Has  torn  from  every  tow'r  the  fculptur'd  grace ; 

Though 
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"Though  round  each  ftone  the  (luggard  ivy  crawls, 
Yet  ancient  itate  fits  hov'ring  on  the  walls. 
Where  wont  the  fcital  chorus  to  refound, 
And  jocund  dancing  frequent  beat  the  ground, 
Now  iilence  fpreads  around  her  gloomy  feign, 
Save  when  the  malliff  clanks  his  iron  chain, 
Save  when  his  hoarfe  bark  echoes  dire  alarm, 
fierce  to  protect  the  place  from  midnight  ham?. 
Its  only  guard ;  no  revel  founding  late 
Drives  the.  night  villain  from  the  lonely  gate. 
An  hallow'd  matron  and  he»fimple  train 
Theib  folemn  battlements  alone  contain; 
An  hoary  dowager,  whofe  placid  face 
Old  age  has  deck'd  with  lovely  aweful  grace  \ 
With  almott  vernal  bloom  her  cheek,  iliil  flrow'd, 
AS  beauty  lingering  left  her  lov'd  abode ; 
That  lov'd  abode,  where  joiu'd  with  truth  and  ienfd 
She  form'il  the  features  to  mute  eloquence, 
And  bade  them  charm  the  itill  attentive  throng^ 
Who  vvatch'd  the  facred  leiTons  of  her  tongue. 
For  not  through  life  the  dame  had  liv'd  retir'd, 
&ut  once  had  ihone,  e'en  midil  a  court  admir'd  ; 
What  time  ;.he  lov'd  poUeilbr  of  Ler  charais 
Returning  from  the  war  in  victor  arms, 
CalPd  from  his  monarch's  tongue  the  plaufive  praife, 
While  honour  wreath'd  him  \\ith  unfading  bays. 
She,  happy  partner  of  each  joyful  hour, 
Then  walk'd  iercne  amid  tlic  pomp  ot  pow'r  : 

While 
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While  all  confefsM  no  warrior's  wifli  could  move 

For  fairer  prize  than  inch  accomplifhed  love: 

Nor  .to  that  love  cOuld  aught  more  transport  yield> 

Than  graceful  valour  from  the  viclor  field. 

Thus  ilourifk'd  Once  the  beauteous  and  the  brave; 

But  mortal  bills  meets  the  untimely  grave  t 

Aurelius  died— his  relicVs  pious  tear 

O'er  his  lov'd  ames  frequent  flow'd  lincere, 

Each  decent  rite  with  due  oblefvance  paid, 

Each  folemn  requiem  offered  to  his  made, 

PJac'd  'mid  the  brave  his  urn  in  holy  ground, 

And  bade  his  hallow 'd  banners  wave  around. 

Then  left  the  gaudy  fcenes  of  pomp  and  power, 

While  prudence  beckon'd  to  that  ancient  bower  j 

And  thole  paternal  fields,  the  fole  remains 

Of  ample  woods  and  far-extended  plains, 

Which  tyrant  cuftom  rudely  tore  awayj 

To  diflant  heirfliip  an  expected  prey* 

Serene  (lie  fought  the  far  retired  grove* 

Once  the  bleis'd  manlion  of  her  happy  love, 

Pleas'd  with  the  thought*  that  memory  oft  would  raifc 

A  ielemn  profpect  of  thole  blooming  days 

Aurelius  gave ;  her  pious  purpofe  now 

To  keep  Hill  conihnt  to  her  facred  vow, 

In  lonely  luxury  her  ibrrows  feed, 

And  pals  her  life  in  widow's  decent  weed. 

One  pledge  of  love  her  comfort  It  ill  remam'd* 

Whom  in  this  folitiulc  ihc  careful  train'd 

7  To 
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To  virtuous  lore ;  and  while  as  year  by  ycaf 

New  graces  made  Aurelia  ftill  more  dear  j 

Full  many  an  hour  unheeded  me  would  trace 

The  father's  femblance  in  the  daughter's  face ; 

While  tender  fighs  oft  heav'd  her  faithful  breail, 

And  fudden  tears  her  lafting  love  expreft. 

Thus  long  me  dwelt  in  innate  virtues  great, 

Amid  the  villages  in  facred  ilate  : 

For  every  grace  to  which  fubmillion  bows, 

The  pow'r  which  confcious  dignity  bellows, 

She  felt  fuperior ;   for  from  ancient  race 

She  gloried  her  long  anceflry  to  trace ; 

And  ever  bade  Aurelia's  thought  afpire 

To  every  grace*  each  r^y  of  facred  fire, 

That  full  of  heav'n-born  dignity  informs 

The  mortal  breaft  which  ardent  virtue  warms j 

Then  led  her  to  the  venerable  hall 

Where  her  fucceffive  lires  adorn'd  the  wall, 

And  arched  windows  with  their  blazon  bright 

Shed  through  the  herald  glow  a  folemn  light  \ 

There  clad  in  rough  habiliments  of  war 

Full  many  a  hero  bore  a  glorious  fear ; 

There  in  the  civic  fur  the  ions  of  peace, 

Whofe  counfels  bade  their  country's  tumults  ceafe  j 

While  by  their  fide,  gracing  the  ancient  fcene., 

Hung  gentle  ladies  of  moft  comely  mien. 

Then  eager  through  the  well-known  tale  me  run, 

In  what  fair  caufe  each  honour  had  been,  won, 

What 
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What  female  grace  each  virgin  had  poflefs'd 

To  charm  to  gentle  love  the  manly  breaft; 

fleas'd  to  obferve  how  long  her  gen'rous  blood 

Through  fair  and  brave  had  pals'd  a  fpotlcfs  flood, 

Mean  while  the  young  Aurelia's  bofom  fir'd 

With  emulation  by  each  tale  infpir'd, 

In  eager  .tranfport  frequent  breath'd  her  prayer 

The  graces  of  her  anpeftry  to  fliare  : 

Nor  breath'd  in  vain,  her  fojid  maternal  guide 

CherinYd  with  care  each  jfpark  of  virtuous  pride; 

And  ever  as  fhe  gave  a  leilbijk  new, 

Would  point  fome  old  example  to  her  view  : 

Inflam'd  by  this,  her  mind  was  quickly  fraught 

With  each  fage  precept,  that  her  mother  taught. 

The  goodly  dame,  thus  blefs'd  in  her  employ, 

Felt  each  foft  tranfport  of  parental  joy, 

And  liv'd  content,  her  utmoli  wifh  fulfill  'd 

In  the  fair  profpeft  of  a  virtuous  child; 

Relign'd  flie  waited  now  the  aweful  hour 

When  death  Ihould  raife  her  to  that  heav'nly  bow'r^ 

Where  with  her  lov'd  Aurelius  flie  might  fhare 

The  pleafing  talk,  to  watch  with  guardian  care 

Their  offspring's  fteps,  and  hov'ring  o'er  her  head, 

The  gracious  dew  of  heavenly  peace  to  flied; 

Nor  fear'd  her  decency  of  life  would  prove 

An  added  blifs  to  all  the  joys  above, 


VI. 


J 


ODE    TO   THE   HONOURABLE    ****. 

BY    MR.    F.   COVENTRY. 

NOW  Britain's  fenate,  far  fenown'd, 
•Ailembles  full  an  aweful  band  ! 
Now  Majejry,  with  golden  circle  crown'd, 
Mounts  her  bright  throne,  and  waves  her  gracious  hand. 
'l  Ye  chiefs  of  Albion  with -attention  hear, 
**  Guard  well  your  liberties,  review  ycrur  laws, 

"  Begin,  begin  th*  importanf  year,  . 

"  And  boldly  fpeak  in  Freedom's  caufe." 

Then  Parting  from  her  furntner's  reil 

Glad  Eloquence  unbinds  her  tongue. 
She  feels  rekindling  raptures  wake  her  breaft, 
And  pours  the  facred  energy  along. 
'Twas  here  great  Hainpden's  patriot  voice  was  heard, 
Here  Pym,  Kimbolton  fir'd  the  Britifh  foul, 

When  Pow'r  her  arm  defpotic  rear'd 

But  felt  a  fenate's  great  controul. 

'Twas  here  the  pond'ring  worthies  fat, 

Who  lix'd  the  crown    r.  William's  head, 


When  awe-flruck  Tyranny  renounc'd  the  rtate, 
And  bigot  JAMES  his  injm'd  kingdoms  fled. 


Thee, 


Thee,  generous  youth,  whom  nature,  birth  adorn, 
The  Mufe  felects  from  yon  affembfed  throng : 
O  thou  to  ferve  thy  country  born, 
Tel!  me,  young  hero  of  my  fong, 
Thy  genius  now  in  faireft  bloom, 
And  warm  with  fancy's  brighteft  rays, 
Why  fleeps  thy  foul  unconfcious  of  its  doom  ? 
Why  idly  fleet  thy  unapplauded  days  ? 
Thy  country  beckons  thec  with  lifted  hand, 
Arhe,  Hie  calls,  awake  thy  latent  flame, 
Arife,  'tis  England's  high  command, 
And  fnatch  the  ready  wreaths  of  fame. 
Be  this  thy  paffion ;  greatly  dare 
A  people's  jarring  wills  to  fway, 
With  curft  Corruption  wage  eternal  war, 
That  where  thou  goeft,  applauding  crowds  may  fay, 
*'  Lo,  that  is  he,  vvhofe  fpirit-ruling  voice 
*'  From  her  wild  heights  can  call  Ambition  down, 
11  Can  ftill  Sedition's  brutal  noife, 
*'  Or  make  a  tyrant's  purple  throne;" 
Then  chiefs,  and  fages  yet  unborn 
Shall  boaft  thy  thoughts  in  diflant  days, 
With  thce  fair  Hiftory  her  leaves  adorn, 
An<J  laurell'd  bards  proclaim  thy  lafling  praife. 


To 
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To  Miss  ****,    BY  Miss  ELIZA  CARTER, 

I. 

THE  midnight  moon  ferenely  fmiles 
O'er  nature's  fort  repofe, 
No  lowring  cloud  obfcures  the  fides, 
Nor  ruffling  tempeil  blows. 

II. 
Now  every  paflion  finks  to  reft, 

The  throbbing  heart  lies  {till, 
And  varying  fchemes  of  life  no  more 
Diftraft  the  labouring  will. 

IIT. 
In  filence  huftYd,  to  reafou'j  voice 

Attends  each  mental  pov/er  ; 
Come,  dear  Emilia,  and  enjoy 
Reflection's  favourite  hour. 

IV, 

Come  :  while  this  peaceful  fcene  Ipvittt. 

Let*s  fearch  this  ample  round  ; 
Where  fliali  the  lovely  fleeting  form 

Of  Happinefs  be  found  ? 

V. 
Does  it  amidft  the  frolic  mirth 

Of  gay  aflemblies  dwell  ? 
Or  hide  beneath  the  folemn  glooni 
That  (hades  the  hermit's  cell  ? 


VI. 

ilovv  oft  the  laughing  brow  of  joy 
A  fick'ning  heart  conceals.. 

And  through  the  cloifter's  deep  recefs 
Invading  forrow  fteals. 

VII. 

In  vain  through  beauty,  fortune,  witj 

The  fugitive  we  trace  ! 
It  dwells  not  in  the  faithlefs  fmile 
That  brightens  Clodio's  face. 

VIII. 
Perhaps  the  joy  to  thefe  deny'd, 

The  heart  in  friendfhip  finds : 
Ah !  dear  delulion !  gay  conceit 

Of  vilionary  minds ! 

IX. 

Howe'er  our  varying  notions 

All  yet  agree,  in  one, 
To  place  its  being  in  fome  ilate 

At  diflance  from  our  o<wtt. 

X. 
O  blind  to  each  indulgent  aim 

Of  power,  fupremely  wife, 
'Who  fancy  happinefs  in  aught 
The  hand  of  Heav'n  denies. 

XL 

Vain  is  alike  the  joy  we  feek, 

And  vain  what  we  poflefs, 
XTnlefs  harmonious  reafon  tunes 
•  I  he  jpaffioQs  into  peace* 


SIT.  Tc 
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VTT 

To  temper'd  tfifhcs,  juft  dcfircs, 

Is  happinefs  coniin'd, 
And  deaf  to  folly's  call  attends 

The  muilc  of  the  mind. 


LADY    MARY   WORTLEY    MO1S7TAGUE, 
TO   SIR    WILLIAM   YONGEa. 

I. 

DEAR  Colin,  prevent  my  warm  bluflics, 
Since  how  can  I  fpeak  without  pain  ? 
My  eyes  have  oft  told  you  their  wifties, 

Ah  !  can't  you  their  meaning  explain  ? 
My  paflion  would  lofe  by  exprellion, 
And  you  too  might-cruelly  blame  : 
Then  don't  you  expect  a  confeflion 
Of  what  is  too  tender  to  name. 
r 

*  Sir  William  Yonge  of  Efcot,  In  the  County  of  Drvon,  Bart,  a 
gentleman  who  made  a  diiUngulfhetl  figure  in  the  political  world  during 
the  reign  of  King  George  the  Second.  He  was  uniformly  attached  t« 
the  measures  of  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  afterwards  Lord  Orford,  and  ge 
nerally  in  poudfioa  of  fome  lucrative  poft  under  government.  On  revi 
ving  the  order  of  the  Bath  11^1725,  he  had  the  honour  to  be  named 
one  of  the  Knights  Companions.  His  death  happened  qn-Auguft  lo, 

'755- 

i  -II.  Since 
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II. 

Since  yours  is  the  province  of  fpeaking, 

Why  mould  you  expert  it  of  me  ? 
Our  vviflies  fhould  be  in  our  keeping, 

.  'Till  you  teli  us  what  they  fliould  be. 
Then  quickly  why  don't  you  difcover? 

Did  your  breaft  feel  tortures  like  mine, 
Eyes  need  not  tell  over  and  over 

What  I  in  my  bofom  confine. 


SIR    WILLIAM   YONGE's    ANSWER,. 

I. 

OOD  ma^am,  when  ladies  are  willing, 

A  man  muft  needs  look  like  a  fool  ; 
For  me,  I  would  not  givre  a  filling 

For  one  that  is  kind  out  of  rule. 
At  leaft  you  might  itay  for  my  offer, 

Not  fnatch  like  old  maids  in  defpair, 
If  you've  liv'd  to  theie  years  without  proffer, 

Your  iighs  are  noiv  loft  in  the  air, 

II. 
You  might  leave  me  to  gnefs  by  your  blufliing, 

And  not  fpeak  the  matter  fo  plain; 
'Tis  ours  to  purfue  and  be  pumiug, 

'Tis  yours  to  affect  a  difdain. 
That  you're  in  a  pitiful  taking, 

By  all  your  fvvcet  ogles  I  lee  j 
B  ut  ti  e  fruit  that  will  fall  without  fi  aking 

Indeed  is  too  mellow  for  me. 

Miss 


Miss  SOPER's  Anfwcr  to  a  LADY,  who  invited  her 
to  retire  into  a  monailic  Life  at  ST.  CROSS,  near 
WINCHESTER. 

L 

IN  vain,  miffoken  maid,  you'd  fly 
To  defart  and  to  fhade ; 
But  fince  you  call,  for  once  I'll  try 
How  well  your  vows  are  made. 

II. 

To  noife  and  cares  let's  bid  adieu, 

And  folitude  commend. 
But  how  the  world  will  envy  you, 

And  pity  me  your  friend  ! 

III. 

You,  like  rich  metal  hid  in  earth, 

*  * 

Each  fwain  will  dig  to  find ; 
But  I  expect  no  fecond  birth, 
For  drofs  is  left  behind. 


REPEN* 

! 
> 

«. 


REPENTANCE* 


BY   THE   SAME, 
I. 


ALL  attendants  apart* 
I 


examin'd  my  heart, 
Lafl  night  when  I  lay'd  me  to  reft ; 

And  methinks  I'm  inclin'd 

To  a  change  of  my  mind, 
For,  you  know,  fecond  thoughts  are  the  be(?/ 
II. 

To  retire  from  the  crowd, 

And  make  ourielves  good, 
By  avoiding  of  every  temptation, 

Is  in  truth  to  reveal 

What  we'd  better  conceal, 
That  our  paffions  want  fome  regulation* 

III. 

It  will  much  more  redound- 
To  our  praife  to  be  found, 
In  a  world  ib  abounding  with  evif ^ 
Unfpotted  and  pure  ; 
Though  not  fo  demure, 
As  to  wage  open  war  with  the  devil, 

IV.  The* 
.. 


IV. 

Then  bidding  farewell 

To  the  thoughts  of  a  cell, 
I'll  prepare  for  a  militant  life ; 
And  if  brought  to  diitreis, 
Why  then— I'll  confefs, 
And  do  penance  in  fhape  of  a  wifi. 


A      S    ON    G      BY   T.  P  E  a  c  v  •. 

O  Nancy,  wilt  thoii  go  with  me, 
Nor  ligh  to  leave  the  flaunting  town : 
Can  filent  glens  have  charms  for  thee, 

The  lowly  cot  an/1  rufiet  go\vn  ? 
No  longer  drefs'd  in  filken  iheen, 

No  longer  deck'd  with  jewels  rare, 
Say,  canfl  thou  quit  each  courtly  fcene. 
Where  thou  wert  faireft  of  the  fair  ? 

O  Nancy !   when  thouVt  far  away, 

Wilt  thou  not  cafl  a  wifh  behind? 
Say,  canft  thou  face  the  parching  ray, 
Nor  flirink  Before  the  wintry  wind  ? 
O  can  that  foft  and  gctitle  mien 
Extremes  of  hardihip  learn  to  be.art 

fad  regret  each  courtly  icene, 
Where  thou  wert  fairelt  of  the  iair  ? 
a  Thonias  Percy,  D.  D.  now  De»n  of  Carlifle. 

O  Nancy! 
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O  Nancy  !  canft  thou  love  fo  true, 

Through  perils  keen  with  me  to  go, 
Or  when  thy  fwain  mifhap  ftiall  rue, 

To  fhare  with  him  the  pang  of  woe  ? 
Say,  fhould  difeafe  or  pain  befal, 

Wilt  thou  aflurne  the  nurfe's  care, 
Nor  willful  thofe  gay  fcenes  recall 

Where  thou  wert  faireft  of  the  fair  ? 

And  when  at  laft  thy  love  fliall  die, 

Wilt  thou  receive  his  parting  breath  r 
Wilt  thou  repreis  each  ilruggling  figh, 

And  chear  with  i'miies  the  bed  of  death  ? 
And  wilt  thou  o'er  his  breathlefs  clay 

Strew  flow'rs,  and  drop  the  tender  tear, 
Nor  then  regret  thofe  fcenes  fo  gay, 

Where  thou  wert  faireft  of  the  fair  ? 


i 

C.YNTHtA, 


CYNTHIA,    A  N  E  L  ft  G  i  A  c  P  O  E  M. 

BY     THE     SAME. 

n.  i  T  Li&eitt  tibi  Cynthia  mecum 

Rofcida  mufcofis  dntra  tenert  jugis.  ?R  O  PE  R  f , 

BENEATH  an  aged  oak's  embow'ring  flia'de, 
Whofe  fpreading  arms  with  gfsf  mofs  fringed  were, 
Around  whofe  trunk  the  clafping  ivy  flray'd ; 
A  love-lorn  youth  oft  penfive  would  fepaih 

Faft  by,  a  Na'id  taught  her  ftream  to  glide, 
Which  through  the  dale  a  winding  channel  wore  5 

^The  filver  willow  deck'd  its  verdant  fide, 
The  whifp'ring  fedges  wavM  along  the  fhore. 

fere  oft,  when  Mom  peep'd  o*er  the  duiky  hili ; 

Here  oft  when  Eve  bedew'd  the  mifty  vale  ; 
Carelefs  he  laid  him  all  befide  the  rill, 

Arid  pour'd  in  ftrains  like  thefe  his  artlefs  talc. 

Ah  !  would  he  fay — and  then  a  figh  would  heave : 
Ah,  Cynthia  !  fweeter  than  the  breath  of  morn, 

•Soft  as  the  gentle  breath  that  fans  at  eve, 
'Of  thee  bereft,  how  lUall  I  live  forlorn  ? 

Ah  I 
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frh !  what  avails  this  fweetly  folemn  bow*r, 
That  filent  ftream  wh^re  dimpling  eddies  play  j 

Yon  thymy  bank  bedeck'd  with  many  a  flow'r, 
Where  maple-tufts  exclude  the  ipeam  of  day  ? 

Robb'd  of  my  love,  for  how  can  thefe  delight, 
Though  lavifli  Spring  her  fmiles  around  has  caft  !v 

pefpair,  alas !  that  whelms  the  foul  in  night, 
Dims  the  fad  eye  and  deadens  every  tafte. 

As  droops  the  lily  at  the  blighting  gale  ; 

Or  a  crimfon-fpotted  cowflip  of  the  mead, 
Whofe  tender  ftalk  (alas !  their  ftalk  fo  frail) 

Some  hafty  foot  hath  bniis'd  with  heedlefs  tread : 

As  droops  the  woodbine,  when  fome  village  hind 
Hath  fell'd  the  fapling  elm  it  fondly  bound ; 

No  more  it  gadding  dances  in  the  wind, 
But  trails  its  fading  beauties  on  the  ground : 

So  droops  my  foul,  dear  maid,  downcaft^  and  fadf 
For  ever  !  ah  !  for  ever  torn  from  thee ; 

Bereft  of  each  fweet  hope,  which  once  it  had, 

When  love,  when  treacherous  love  firft  Imil'd  on  mef 

9  —  On  her  left  brcaft 

A  mole  cinque-fpotted  :  like  the  crimfon  drops 
1'  th?  bottom  of  a  cowflip. 

Shakfpcare's  Cymbeline,  Aft  3. 


. 


Return^ 


C     »M    1 

Remrn,  bleft  days,  return,  ye  laughing  hours, 
Which  led  me  up  the  rofeat  fteep  of  youth ; 

Which  frrew'd  my  fimple  path  with  vernal  flow'rs, 
And  bade  me  court  chafle  Science  and  fair  Truth, 

Ye  know,  the  curling  breeze,  or  gilded  fly 
That  idly  wantons  in  the  noon-tide  air, 
Was  not  fo  free,  was  not  fo  gay  as  I, 

For  ah  !  I  knew  not  then  or  love,  or  care, 

* 

Witncfs,  ye  winged  daughters  of  the  year, 
If  e'er  a  figh  had  learnt  to  heave  my  bread  ! 

If  e'er  my  cheek  was  confcious  of  a  tear, 

'Till  Cynthia  came  and  robb'd  my  foul  of  reft  I 

0  have  you  feen,  bath'd  in  the  morning  dew, 
The  budding  rofe  its  infant  bloom  difplay ; 

When  firft  its  virgin  tints  unfold  to  view, 

It  fhrinks  and  fcarcely  trulls  the  blaze  of  day  ? 

So  foft,  fo  delicate,  fo  fweet  flie  came, 

Youth's  damalk  glow  jufl  dawning  on  her  check  : 

1  gaz'd,  I  figh'd,  I  caught  the  tender  flame, 

Felt  the  fond  pang,  and  droop'd  with  pafiion,  weak. 

Yet  not  unpitird  was  my  pain  the  while ; 

For  oft  befide  yon  fweet-briar  in  the  dnle, 
With  many  a  bliifli,  with  many  a  melting  fmile, 

She  fate  and  liiten'd  to  the  plaintive  tale. 

Ah 


r  »ss  j 

Ah  me  !  I  fondly  dreamt  of  pleafures  rare. 

Nor  deem'd  fo  Iweet  a  face  with  fcorn  could  glow  j 

How  coM  you  cruel  then  pronounce  defpuir, 

Chili  the  warm  hope,  and  plant  the  thorn  of  woe  ? 

What  though  no  treafure  canker  in  my  cheft, 

Nor  crowds  of  iuppliant  valhls  hail  me  lord! 

11 

What  though. my  roof  can  bouft  no  princely,  gueft, 
Nor  furfeits  lurk  beneath  my  frugal  board  ! 

Yet  fhfculd  Content,  that-fliuns  the  gilded  bed, 
With  fmiling  Peace,  and  Virtue  there  forgot, 

And  rofe-lip'd  Health,  which  haunts  the  flraw-built  (hcd. 
With  cherub  Joy,  frequent  my  tittle  cot : 

Led  by  chafte  Love,  the  decent  band  fliould  come, 
O  charmer  would'ft  thou  deign  my  roof  to  fliare  ! 

Nor  mould  the  Mufes  fcorn  our  lirnple  dome,, 
Or  knit  in  my  flic  dance  the  Graces  fair. 

The  wood-land  nymphs,  and  gentle  fayls,  at  eve      "  0[ 
Forth  from  the  dripping  cave  and  molly  dell, 

Should  round  our  hearth  fantaftic  meafures  weave, 
And  fhield  from  miichief  by  their  guardian  fpell. 

Come  then,  bright  maid,  aiid  quit  the  city  throng; 

Have  rural  joys  no  charm  to  win  the  foul  ? 
*        She  proud,  ains !  derides  my  lowly  long, 

Scorns  the  fond  vow,  and  ipurns  the  ruifet  flole. 

, 
Taen, 
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Then,  Love,  begone,  thy  thriftlefs  einpirc  yield, 
In  youthful  toils  I'll  lofe  th*  unmanly  pain  : 

With  echoing  horns  I'll  roufe  the  jocund  field, 
Urge  the  keen  chace,  and  iweep  along  the  plain. 

Or  all  in  fome  lone  mofs  -grown  tow*r  fublime 

With'  midnight  lamp  I'll  watch  pale  Cynthia  round, 

Explore  the  choice!*  rolls  of  ancient  Time, 
And  heal  with  Wifdpm's  balm  my  haplefs  wounc^ 

Or  clfe  I'll  roam—  Ah  no  !  that  ligh  profound 
Tells  me  that  ilubborn  loye  difdains  to  yield  ; 

Nor  flight,  nor  Wifdom's  balm  can  heal  the  wound, 
Nor  pain  forfake  me  in  the  jocund  field. 


. 


DIALOGUE    jo    CHLORINDA, 
By   MR.  ALSOP", 


S.     £~^  EASE,  Chlorinda,  ceafe  to  chide  me, 
*^t  When  my  paffion  I  relate  ; 
Why  mould'  kindnefs  be  denied  me  ? 
Why  fhould  love  be  paid  with  hate  ? 

I    If 

a  Anthony  Alfop,   the  author  of  this  dialogue   and  of  the  three 
poems,    was  educat-d   in  Wcttminftcr  college,   ^ad  from 

thence 


c  »i7-i  • 

If  the  Fruit  of  all  my  wifhet 

Muft  be,  to  be  treated  fo  ; 
What  could  you  do  more  than  this  it 

To  your  moft  outrageous  foe  ? 

C.    Simple  Strephon,  eeafe  complaining, 

Talk  no  more  of  foolifh  love ; 
Think  not  e'er  my  heart  to  reign  in, 
Think  not  all  you  fay  can  move. 

thence  elefted  to  Chrift  Church  in  Oxford,  where  he  took  the.  degree* 
•f  M.  A.  March  23,  1696,  and  of  B.  D.  Dec.  12,  1706.  On  his 
coming  to  the  univerfity  he  was  very  foon  difliriguifhed  by  Dean 
Aldrich.  He  pafled  through  the  ufual  offices  in  his  college  to  that  of 
Cenfor  with  considerable  reputation,  and  for  fome  years  had  the  prin 
cipal  noblemen  and  gentlemen  belonging  to  the  fociety  committed  t» 
his  care.  In  this  ufeful  employment  he  continued  until  hit;  merits  re 
commended  him  to  Sir  Jonathan  Trelawny,  Bilhop  of  Winchefter,  who 
appointed  him  his  chaplain,  and  foon  after  gave  him  a  pr/djend  in  his 
own  Cathedral,  together  with  the  re&ory  of  Brightwell,  in  the  county 
•f  Berks,  which  afforded  him  ample  provilion  for  a  learned  retirements 
in  which  he  remained  to  the  end  of  his  days ;  and  fo  well  Satisfied  wai 
he  with  a  reclufe  life,  that  he  could  not  be  drawn  from  it  by  the 
repeated  felicitations  of  thofe  who  thought  him  qualified  for  a  more 
public  character  and  a  higher  ftation.  His  death,  which  happened 
June  10,  1726,  was  occaiioned  by  his  falling  into  a  ditch  that  led  to 
his  garden  door,  the  path  being  narrow,  and  part  of  it  giving  way  urt »' 
ier  his  feet. 


VOL.  VI. 


Did 


Did  I  take  delight  to  fetter 

Thrice  ten  thoufand  flaves  a  day, 
Thrice  ten  thoufand  times  yonr  betters  .*  'Ar 

Gladly  would  my  rule  obey. 

Si     Strive  not,  faireft,  to  unbind  me ; 
Let  me  keep  my  pleafing  chain  : 
Charms  that  firft  to  love  inclin'd  me, 
Will  for  ever  love  maintain. 


Would  you  fend  my  heart  a  roving  ? 

Firft  to  love  I  mufl  forbear. 
Would  you  have  me  ceafe  from  loving  ? 

You  muft  ceafe  from  being  fair. 

C.    Strephon,  leave  to  talk  thus  idly; 

Let  me  hear  of  love  no  more: 
You  miftake  Chlorinda  widely, 
Thus  to  teize  her  o'er  arid  o'er. 

Seek  not  her  who  {till  forbids  you ; 

To  fome  other  tell  your  moan  : 
Choofe  where'er  your  fancy  leads  you1, 

Let  Chlorinda  but  alone. 

S.     If  Chlorinda  dill  denies  me 

That  which  none  but  me  can  give, 
Let  the  whole  wide  world  defpife  nie, 
9 Tis  for  her  alo?e  I  live.  *IV  , 


• 
> 


. 


Grant 
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Grant  me  yet  this  one  poor  favpuiy 
With  this  one  requeft  comply ; 

Let  us  each  go  on  for  ever, 
I  to  alk,  and  you  deny* 

C*     Since,  my  Strephbn,  you  fo  kind  are> 

All  pretenfions  to  refign ; 
Trufl  Chlorinda. — You  may  find  her 
Lefs  fevere  than  you  divine. 

Strephon  ftruck  with  joy  beholds  her, 
Would  have  fpoke,  but  knew  not  how ; 

But  he  look'd  fuch  tilings  .as  told  her 
More  than  all  his  fpeech  could  do. 


To     CHLORINDA, 

BY    TrfE    SAME, 


S&  E,  Strephon,  what  unhappy  fate 
Does  on  thy  fruitlefs  paffion  vvaitj 
Adding  to  flame  frefli  fuel  : 
Rather  than  thou  fliould'ft  favbur  find, 
The  kindeil  foul  on  earth's  unkind., 
And  the  beft  nature  cruel. 


R  2  Tim 


The  goodnefs,  which  Chlorinda  mews, 
From  mildnefs  and  good  breeding  flows, 

But  muft  not  love  be  ftyl'd  : 
Or  elfe  'tis  fuch  as  mothers  try, 
When,  wearied  with  incefTant  cry, 

They  ftill  a  froward  child  : 

She  with  a  graceful  mien  and  air, 
Genteely  chril,  yet  fevere, 

Bids  thee  all  hopes  give  o'er. 
Friendfliip  flie  offers,  pure  and  free; 
And  who,  with  fuch  a  friend  as  flic, 

Could  want,  or  vvifh  for  more  ? 

The  cur  that  fwam  along  the  flood, 
:s  His  mouth  well  fill'd  with  morfel  good, 

(Too  good  for  common  cur  !) 
By  vifionary  hopes  betray'd, 
Gaping  to  catch  a  fleeting  made, 
Loft  what  he  held  before. 

Mark,  Strephon,  and  apply  this  tale, 
Left  love  and  friendmip  both  mould  fail  ; 

Where  then  would  be  thy  hope  ? 
Of  hope,  quoth  Strephon,  talk  not,  friend; 

And  for  applying  —  know,  the  end 
rr  /    5  ___»-. 

Of  every  cur  s  a  rope. 


The 


The    FABLE      of     I    X   I    O   N. 
To     CHLORINDA. 

BY    THE    SAME. 

IX I O  N,  as  the  poets  tell  us, 
Was  one  of  thofe  pragmatic  fellows, 
Who  claim  a  right  to  kifs  the  hand 
Of  the  bed  lady  in  the  land ; 
Demonftrating,  by  dint  of  reafon, 
That  impudence  in  love's  no  treafon. 

He  let  his  fancy  foar  much  higher ; 
And  ventur'd  boldly  to  afpire 
To  Juno's  high  and  mighty  grace* 
And  woo'd  the  goddefs  face  to  face. 
What  mortal  e'er  had  whims  fo  odd, 
To  think  of  cuckolding  a  God  ? 
For  me  was  both  Jove's  wife  and  fitter, 
And  yet  the  rafcal  would  have  kifs'd  her. 

How  he  got  up  to  heaven's  high  palace, 
Not  one  of  all  the  poets  tell  us ; 
It  muft  be  therefore  underftood, 
That  he  got  up  which  way  he  could. 
Nor  is  it,  that  I  know,  recorded, 
How  bows  were  made,  and  fpeeches  worded ; 

R3  So, 


So,  leaving  this  to  each  one's  guefs, 
1*11  only  tell  you  the  iuccels. 

But  tiril  I  Hop  awhile  to  fliew 
What  happened  lately  here  below.' 

Chlorinda,  who  beyond  compare 
Of  all  the  fair-ones  is  moft  fair ; 
Chlorinda,  by  the  Gods  defign'd 
To  be  the  pattern  of  her  kind, 
With  every  charm  of  face  and  mind  ; 
Glauc'd  lightening  from  her  eyes  fo  blue, 
And  (hot  poor  Strephpn  through  and  through. 
He,  over  head  and  ears  her  lover, 
Try'd  all  the  ways  he  could  to  move  her  ; 
He  figh-d,  and  vow'd,  and  pray'd,  and  cry'd, 
And  did  a  thoufand  things  befide : 
She  let  him  flgh,  and  pray,  and  cry  on— 
But  now  hear  more  about  Ixion. 

The  Gpddefs,  proud  (as  folks  report  her), 
Difdain'd  that  mortal  wight  ihould  court  her, 
And  yet  flie  chofe  the  fool  to  flatter, 
To  make  him  fancy  fome  great  matter, 
And  hope  in  time  he  might  get  at  her  ; 
Grac'd  him  with  now  and  then  a  fmile, 
But  inly  fcorn'd  him  all  the  while ; 
Refolv'd  at  laft  a  trick  to  mew  him, 
Seeming  to  yield,  and  fo  undo  him. 
• 

Np.w 


Now  which  way,  do  you  think,  (he  took  ? 
(For  do't  flic  would  by  hook  or  crook)  : 
Why,  thus  I  find  it  in  my  book. 

She  call'd  a  pretty  painted  cloud, 
The  brighteft  of  the  wand'ring  crowd  ; 
For  me,  you  know,  is  queen  o'th*  air, 
And  all  the  clouds  and  vapours  there 
Governs  at  will,  by  nod  or  fummons, 
As  Walpole  does  the  houfe  of  commons. 
This  cloud,  which  came  to  her  ftark-naked, 
She  drefs'd  as  fine  as  hands  could  make  it. 
For  her  own  wardrobe  out  ftie  brought 
Whatever  was  dainty,  wove  or  wrought  ; 
A  fmock  which  Pallas  fpun  and  gave  her, 
Once  on  a  time  to  gain  her  favour  j 
A  gown  that  haVt  on  earth  its  fellow. 
Of  fineft  blue,  and  lin'd  with  yellow, 
Fit  for  a  goddefs  to  appear  in, 
And  not  a  pin  the  worfe  for  wearing  | 
A  quilted  petticoat  befide, 
With  whalebone  hoop  fix  fathom  wide  ; 
With  thefe  (he  deck'd  the  cloud,  d'ye  fee? 
Ae  like  herfelf,  as  like  could  be  : 
So  like,  that  could  not  I  or  you  know 
Which  was  the  cloud,  and  which  was  Juno. 
Thus  drefs'd  (he  fent  it  to  the  villain, 
TO  let  him  ad  his  wicked  will  on ; 
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Then  langh'd  fit  the  poor  fool  aloud, 
Who  for  a  g6ddefs  grafp'd  a  cloud. 

This,  you  will  fay,  was  well  done  on  her 
T*  expofe'the  tempter  of  her  honour- 
But  mere  of  him  you  need  not  hear  ; 
Only  to  Strephon  lend  an  ear. 

He  never  entertain'd  one  thought 
With  which  a  goddefs  could  find  fault ;' 
His  fpotlefs  love  might  be  forgiven 
By  every  faint  in  earth  and  heaven. 
Juno  herfelf,  though  nice  and  haughty, 
Would  not  have  judg'd  his  paffion  naughty. 
All  this  Chlorinda's  felf  confefs'd, 
And  own'd  his  flame  was  ptirfe  and  chafte, 
Read  what  his  teeming  Mufe  brought  forth, 
And  praisM  it  far  beyond  its  worth : 
Mildly  receiv'd  his  fond  addrefs, 
And  only  blam'd  his  love's  excefs  : 
Yet  fl>e,  fo  good,  fo  fweet,  fo  fmiling, 
So  full  of  truth,  fo  tinbeguiling, 
One  way  or  other  flill  devis'd 


To  let  -him  fee  he  wai  defpis'd  : 

And  when  he  plum'd,  and  grew  mod  proud, 

All  was  a  vapour,  ill  a  cloud. 
„£.  '    erf.  t^lBmv 
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A     TALE. 


A          TALE. 
To     CHLORINDA* 

BY    THE    SAME* 

DAME  Venus,  a  daughter  of  Jove's, 
And  amongft  all  his  daughters  moft  fair, 
Loft,  it  feems,  to'ther  day  the  two  doves, 
That  wafted  her  car  through  the  air, 


dame  made  a  heavy  lad  rout^ 
Ran  about  heav'n  and  earth  to  condole  'cm  ; 
And  fought  high  and  low  to  find  out, 

Where  the  biddyes  were  ftray'd,  or  who  ftole  'cm, 

To  the  god,  who  the  ftragglers  mould  meett 
She  promised  raoft  tempting  fine  pay, 

Six  kifles  than  honey  more  fweet, 
And  a  feventh  far  fweeter  than  they. 

The  propofal  no  fooner  was  made, 

But  it  put  all  the  Gods  in  a  flame  ; 
for  who  would  not  give  all  he  had 

To  be  kiis'd  by'fo  dainty  a  dame  ? 


To 


To  Cyprus,  to  Paphos,  they  run, 

Where  the  Goddefs  oft  us'd  to  retire  5 

Some  rode  round  the  world  with  the  fun, 
And  fearch'd  every  country  and  fliire. 

But  with  all  their  hard  running  and  riding, 
Not  a  God  of  'em  ciaim'd  the  reward ; 

For  no  orie  could  tell  tale  or  tiding, 
If  the  doves  were  alive  or  were  flarv'd. 

At  laft  the  fly  fhooter  of  men, 

Young  Cupid  (I  beg  the  God's  pardon), 
Manama,  your  blue  birds  I  have  feen 

In  a  certain  terreftrial  garden. 

Where,  where,  my  dear  child,  quickly  iliew, 
Quoth  the  dame,  almoft  out  of  her  wits  : 

Do  but  go  to  Chlorinda's,  fays  Cu, 
And  you'll  find  'em  in  fhape  of  pewits. 

Is  it  me  that  hath  done  me  this  wrong  ? 

Full  well  I  know  her,  and  her  arts  ; 
She  has  follow Jd  the  thieving  trade  long,1 

But  I  thought  me  dealt  only  in  hearts. 

I  mall  foon  make  her  know,  fo  I  mall— 
And  with  that  to  Jove's  palace  flie  run, 
-  And  began  like  a  bedlam  to  bawl, 

I  am  cheated,  I  am  robb'd,  Pfn  undone. 

Chlorinda, 
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phloriada,  whom  none  can  nppproach 

Without  lofmg  his  heart  or  his  fenfes, 
Has  ftol'n  the  two  doves  from  my  coach ? 

And  now  flaunts  it  at  Venus'  expencei. 

She  has  changed  the  poor  things  to  pewits, 

And  keeps  'em  like  ord'nary  fowls  : 
So,  when  ihe  robs  men  of  their  wits, 

She  turns  'em  to  afles  or  owls. 

I  could  tell  you  of  many  a  hundred 

Of  figure,  high  ftation,  and  means, 
Whom  me  without  mercy  has  plunder'd, 

Ever  fmce  flie  came  into  her  teens. 

But  her  thefts  uppn  earth  I'd  have  borne, 
Or  have  let  'em  all  pafs  for  mere  fable  ; 

But  nothing  will  now  ferve  her  turn, 
But  the  doves  out  of  Venus?s  ftable. 

Is  it  fit,  let  your  mightyfliip  fay? 

That  I,  like  fome  pityful  flirt, 
Should  tarry  within  doors  all  day, 

Or  elfe  trudge  it  afoot  in  the  dirt  ? 

Is  it  fit  that  a  mortal  fhould  trample 
On  me,  who  am  ftyl'd  queen  of  beauty  ? 

O  make  her,  great  Jove,  an  example, 
And  teach  Nimble-fingers  her  duty, 

6  Sir 
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Sir  Jove,  when  he  heard  her  thus  rage, 
For  all  his  great  gravity,  imiTd ; 

And  ihen,  like  a  judge  wife  and  fagc, 
He  began  in  terms  fobcr  and  mild* 

I^eara,  daughter,  to  bridle  your  tongue, 
Forbear  to  traduce  with  your  prattle 

The  fair,  who  has  done  you  no  wrong, 
And  icorns.  to  purloin  goods  and  chattel. 

She  needs  neither  gewgaw,  nor  trinket, 
To  carry  the  world  all  before  her; 

Her  deferts,  I  would  have  you  to  think  it, 
Are  enough  to  make  all  men  adore  her. 

Your  doves  are  elop'd,  I  confefs, 
And  chufe  with  Chlorinda  to  dwell ; 

But  blam,e  not  the  lady  for  this  ; 
For  fure  'tis  no  crime  to  excel. 

As  for  them,  I  applaud  their  high  aims ; 

Having  fery'd  from  the  time  of  their  birth 
The  faireft  of  heavenly  dames, 

They  would  now  ferve  the  fairefl  on  earth. 


•    • 
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ODE    on    LYRIC    POETR^ 
By  Dr.  M  A  R  R  i  o  T. 

I.   i. 

INMATE  of  fmoaking  cots,  whole  ruftic  (hed, 
Within  this  humble  bed, 
Her  twittering  progeny  contains, 
The  fwallow  fweeps  the  plains, 
Or  lightly  Ikims  from  level  lakes  the  dew. 

The  ringdove  ever  true 
In  plaintive  accents  tells  of  unrelenting  fate, 
Far  from  the  raven's  croak,  and  bird  of  night, 
That  mrteking  wings  her  flight 
Wfcen,  at  his  mutter'd  rite, 
Hid  in  the  dulky  defart  vale, 
With  darting  eye,  and  viiage  pale, 
The  grimly,  wizard  fees  the  fpe&res  rife  unholy ; 

But  haunts  the  woods  that  held  her  beauteous  mate, 
And  wooes  the  Echo  foft  with  murmurs  melancholy. 

I.     2. 

Sublime  alone  the  feather'd  monarch  flies, 

His  neft  dark  mifts  upon  the  mountains  ftirowd>$ 

In  vain  the  howling  ftorms  ariie, 
When  borne  on  outitretch'd  plume  aloft  he  fprings, 
Dafhmg,with  many  a  ftroke  the  parting  cloud, 
Or  to  the  buoyant  air  commits  his  wings 
Floating  with  even  fail  adawn  the  liquid  Ikies ; 
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Then  darting  upward,  fwift  his  wings  afpire, 

Whtfe  thunders  keep  their  gloomy  feat, 
And  lightnings  anp'd  with  heaven's  avenging  ire* 

None  can  the  dread  artillery  meet> 

Or  through  the  airy  region  rove, 

But  he  who  guards  the  throne  of  Jove, 
And  grafps  the  flaming  bolt  of  facred  fire. 

i.  3. 

Know,  with  young  Ambition  bold, 
In  vain,  my  Mule,  thy  dazzled  eyes  explore 

Diftant  aims,  where  wont  to  foar, 
Their  burning  way  the  kindling  fpirits  hold. 
Heights  too  arduous  wifely  fhun  ; 
Humbler  flights  thy  wings  attend  ; 
For  heaven-taught  Genius  can  alone  afcend 
Back  to  her  native  Iky, 
And  with  directed  eagle  eye 
Pervade  the  lofty  fpheres,  and  view  the  blazing  fun* 

II.     i. 

But  hark !  o*er  all  the  flower-enamel'd  ground] 
What  raulic  breathes  around  ! 
I  fee,  I  fee  the  virgin  train 
Vttlock  their  itreams  again, 
Rolling  to  many  a  vale  their  liquid  lapfe  along, 

While  at  the  warbled  long 
Which  holds  entranced  Attention's  wakeful  ear, 
Broke  are  the  magic  bands  of  iron  fleep. 

Love,  - 


Love,  wayward  child,  oft  wont  to  weep,    ' 

In  tears  his  robe  to  fteep 
Forgets ;  and  Care  that  counts  his  ftore, 
Now  thinks  each  mighty  bufmefs  o'er ; 
While  fits  on  ruin'd  cities,  war's  wide-wafting  gloryf 
,     Ambition,  ceaiing  the  proud  pile  to  rear, 
And  fighs ;  unfinifh'd  leaving  half  her  ample  ftory. 

II.  2. 

*Then  once  more,  fweet  enthufiaft,  happy  lyre, 
Thy  foething  foiace  deign  awhile  to  bring. 

I  ftrive  to  catch  the  facred  fire, 
And  wake  thee  emulous  on  Granta's  plain, 
Where  all  the  Mufes  haunt  his  hallow'd  fpring, 
And  where  the  Graces  fhtm  the  fordid  train, 
Scornful  of  heaven-born  arts  which  thee  and  peace  infpire: 
On  Life's  fequefter'd  fcenes  they  filent  wait, 

Nor  heed  the  bafelefs  pomp  of  power, 
Nor  mining  dreams  that  crowd  at  Fortune's  gate; 
But  imooth  th'  inevitable  hour 
Of  pain,  which  man  is  doom'd  to  know. 
And  teach  the  mortal  mind  to  glow 
With  pleafures  plac'd  beyond  the  maft  of  FatCi 

ii. -3. 

But,  alas  !  th'  amufive  reed 
111  fuits  the  lyre  that  afks  a  matter's  hand, » 

And  fond  fancies  vainly  feed 
A  bread  that  life's  more  aftive  fcenes  demand. 

Sloth 


Sloth  ignoble  to  difclaim 
'Tis  enough  :  the  lyre  untiring. 
At  other  feet  the  victor  palm  I  fling 
In  Granta's  glorious  Ihrine ; 
Where  crown'd  with  radiance  divine 
Her  (miles  mallnurfe  the  Mufe ;  the  Mufe  fhali  lift  her  fame. 


A    R    I    O    N, 


an 


ODE. 


BY     THE    SAME. 

' 
I. 

OUE  E  N  of  each  facred  found,  fweet  child  of  air, 
Who:  fitting  thron'd  upon  the  vaulted  flty, 
Doft  catch  the  notes  which  undulating  fly, 
Oft  wafted.  up  to  thy  exalted  fphere, 
On  the  foft  bofom  of  each  rolling  cloud, 

Charming  thy  lift'ning  ear  J 

With  ftrains  that  bid  the  panting  lover  die  : 
Or  laughing  mirth,  or  tender  grief  infpiret 

Or  with  full  chorus  loud 

Which  lift  our  holy  hope,  or  fan  the  hero's  fire  : 
Enchanting  Harmony,   'tis  thine  to  cheer 
The  foul  by  woe  which  finks  oppreft, 
From  fbrrow's  eye  to  wipe  the  tear, 
And  on  the  bleeding  wound  to  pour  the  balmy  reft, 

Ik'Twa* 
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IT. 


'Twas  \vhcn  the  winds  were  roaring  loud, 
And  Ocean  fwell'd  his  billows  high, 
By  favage  hands  condemned  to  die, 
Rais'd  on  the  item  the  trembling  Lefbian  flood; 
All  pale  he  heard  the  temped  blow, 
As  on  the  watery  grave  below 

He  fix'd  his  weeping  eye. 
Ah  !  hateful  lufl  of  impious  gold, 
What  can  thy  mighty  rage  withhold, 
Deaf  to  the  melting  powers  of  Harmony  ! 
But  ere  the  bard  unpitied  dies, 
Again  his  Toothing  art  he  tries, 
Again  he  fweeps  the  firings, 
Slowly  fad  the  notes  artfe, 
While  thus  in  plaintive  founds  the  fwect  mufician  fings. 

III. 

From  beneath  the  coral  cave 
Circled  with  the  filver  wave, 
Where  with  wreaths  of  emerald  crown'd 
Ye  lead  the  feflive  dance  around, 
Daughters  of  Venus,  hear,  and  fave. 
Ye  Tritons,  hear,  whofe  blafl  can  fwell 
With  mighty  founds  the  twitted  fliell  ; 
And  you,  ye  filter  Syrens,  hear, 
Ever  beauteous,  ever  fweet, 
Who  lull  the  Hfl'ning  pilot's  ear 
•Viih  magic  fong,  and  foftly  breath'd  deceit. 
VOL.  VI."  S 
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By  all  the  Gods  who  fubjecl:  roil 
From  gufhing  urns  their  tribute  to  the  main, 
By  him  who  bids  the  winds  to  roar, 
By  him  whofe  trident  makes  the  more, 
If  e'er  for  yeu  1  raife  the  facred  ft  rain 
When  pious  mariners  your  power  adore, 
Daughters  of  Nereus,  hear  and  favc. 

IV. 

He  fung,  and  from  the  coral  cave, 
Circled  with  the  filver  wave, 
With  pitying  ear 
The  Nereids  hear. 
Gently  the  waters  flowing, 
The  winds  now  ceas'd  their  blowing, 
In  filence  liftening  to  his  tuneful  lay. 
Around  the  bark's  fea-beaten  lide, 

The  facred  dolphin  play'd, 
And  fportive  dafh'd  the  briny  tide : 
The  joyous  omen  foon  the  bard  furvey'd, 
Nor  tear'd  with  bolder  leap  to  try  the  watery  way, 
On  his  fcaly  back  now  riding, 
O'er  the  curling  billow  gliding, 
Again  with  bold  triumphant  hand 
He  bade  the  notes  afpire, 
Again  to  joy  attun'd  the  lyre, 
Forgot  each  danger  paflv  and  reach'd  fecurc  the  land. 

HORACE, 
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HORACE,     Book  II.    Ode  II. 

4J«*V/  betticofus  Cantabcr,  &c. 
Imitated  by  Lord  BATH  *.—  *—  P  A  u  L  b  to  F  A  z, 

I. 

NEVER,  dear  Faz,  torment  thy  brain 
With  idle  fears  of  France  and  Spain, 
Or  any  thing  that's  foreign  : 

a  William  Pulteney,  Efq;  afterwards  the  celebrated  Earl  of  Bath,  was 
born  March  22,  1683-4.  He  very  early  was  introduced  into  the 
Houfe  of  Commons,  and  diftinguilhed  himfelf  in  oppolition  to  the  laft 
miniflry  of  Qiieen  Anne.  On  the  acceffion  of  King  George  the  Firft 
he  was  appointed  Secretary  at  XVar,  and  afterwards  Cofferer  of  the 
Houfhold.  In  iyz5  he  detached  himfelf  from  his  connexions  at  court, 
and  entered  fo  warmly  into  oppolition  to  the  mcafures  of  the  Crown, 
that  on  July  j,  1731,  he  was  ftruck  out  of  tb,e  lift  of  Priyy  Counfellors 
witk  the  King's  own  hand,  and  at  the  fame  time  ordered  to  be  put  out 
of  every  commiffion  of  the  peace.  He  fucceeded  at  length  in  his  con- 
left  with  the  minifter  Sir  Robert  Walpolc,  who  in  1741  refigfled  his 
employments;  and  Mr.  Pulteney  was  again  fworn  of  the  Privy  Council, 
and  created  Baron  of  Heydon,VifcountPulteney,  and  Earl  of  Bath.  From 
this  period  he  loft  his  popularity  ;  and  during  the  remainder  of  George 
the  Second's  reign  paflcd  his  life  with  little  notice  or  refpeft  from  the 
•world.  At  the  beginning  of  the  prefent  reign  he  was  much  in  his  Mi- 
jefty's  confidence,  but  enjoyed  that  honour  a  very  Ihort  time.  He  die4 
July  7,  1764,  at  the  age  of  81,  and  thereupon  his  titles  became  extinft. 

t>  Paul  Foley,  Efq;  to  -,  —  Fazakerly,  £fq.  Thefe  gentlemen  were 
members  of  the  old  club  at  White's.  Mr.  Fazakerly  had  made  »  great 


forune  in  theEaft 

S  2  What 


-,\  hat  can  Bavaria  do  to  us, 
-  What  PrulnVs  monarch,  or  the  Rxifs, 
Or  e'en  prince  Charles  of  Lqrrain  I 

II. 

Let  us  be  cheerful  whilit  we  can, 
'And  legthen  out  the  ihort-liv'd  fpan, 

Enjoying  every  hour. 
The  moon  itfelf  we  fee  decay, 
Beauty's  the  worfe  for  every  day. 

And  fo's  the  fweeteft  flower. 

III. 

How  oft,  dear  Fas,  have  we  been  told, 
That  Paul  aad  Faz  are  both  grown  old, 

By  young  and  wanton  lailes  ? 
Then,  fince  put  tifne  is  now  fo  fhort, 
Let  us  enjoy  the  only  ijport 

Of  tolling  oft*  our  glalTes. 

IV. 

From  White's  we'll  move  th'  expenfive  fcenc,  , 
And  fteal  away  to  Richmond  Green  ; 

There  free  from  noife  and  riot, 
'Polly  each  morn  fhall  fill  our  tea, 
Spread  bread  and  butter — ^-and  then  we 
Each  night  g«t  drunk  in  quiet. 

. 

V.  Unlefe 

. 
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V. 

Uiilefs  perchance  earl  Leiceiler  comes, 
As  noify  as  a  dozen  drums, 

And  makes  an  horrid  pother ; 
Elfe  might  we  quiet  fit  and  quaft) 
And  gently  chat,  and  gayly  .laugh 

At  this  and  that  and  t'other.  • 
VI. 

Br mall  fettle  what's  to  pay, 

Adjuft  accompts  by  algebra ; 

I'll  always  order  dinner • 

Br ,  though  folemn,  yet  is  fly, 

And  leers  at  Poll  with  roguifli  eye 
To  make  the  girl  a  finner. 
VII. 

Powell,  •  d'ye  hear,  let's  have  the  ham, 
Some  chickens  and: a  chine  of  lamb-*- 

And  what  elfe  ? — let's  fee — look  ye— » 

Br muft  have  his  damn'd  bouillie,  ' 

B          fattens  on  his  fricafiee, 

I'll  have  my  water-fuchy.   • 

VIII. 

When  dinner  comes,  we'll  drink  about, 

No  matter  who  is  in,  or  out, 

'Till  wine,  or  deep,   o'ertake  us  ; 
Each  man  may  nod,  or  nap,  or  wink, 
And  when  it  is  our  turn  to  drink, 
•    Our  neighbour  then  mall  wake  ur» 

'83  JX.  Thus 
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IX. 
Thus  let  \i&  live  in  foft  retreat, 

tsor  envy,  nor  defpifc  the  great, 

Submit  to  pay  our  taxes ; 
With  peace  or  war  be  well  content, 
"Till  eas'd  by  a  good  parliament, 

'Till  Scroop  his  hand  relaxes. 

X. 

Never  enquire  about  the  Rhine ; 

But  fill  your  glafs,  and  drink  your  wine ; 

Hope  things  may  mend  in  Flanders  ; 
The  Dutch  we  know  are  good  allies, 
So  are  they  all  with  fubfidies, 

And  we  have  choice  commanders. 

XI. 
Then  here's  the  King,  God  blefs  his  grace  ! 

Though  neither  you  nor  I  have  place, 

He  hath  many  a  fage  advifer ; 
And  yet  no  treafon  Cure's  in  this, 
Let  who  will  take  the  prayer  amifs, 

God  fend  'em  all  much  wifer  ! 


A  P  A  N  E- 
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A    PANEGYRIC    ON    ALE. 


HOR, 


nee  Falerxse 
Temper  ant  wites,  newc  Formiani 
Pocula  colics. 

BY   T.  WARTON. 


BALM  of  my  cares,  fweet  folace  of  my  toils, 
Hail,  juice  benignant !  o'er  the  coflly  cups 
Of  riot-itirring  wine,  unwholfome  draught, 
Let  pride's  loofe  fons  prolong  the  vvafteful  night : 
My  iober  evening  let  the  tankard  blefs, 
With  toafl  imbrowu'd,  and  fragrant  nutmeg  fraught, 
While  the  rich  draught,  with  oft  repeated  whiffs, 
Tobacco  mild  improves :  divine  repaft ! 
Where  no  crude  furfcit,  or  intemperate  joys 
Of  lawlefs  Bacchus  reign  :  but  o'er  my  Ibui 
A  calm  Lethean  creeps  :  in  drowfy  trance 
Each  thought  iubiicies,  and  fweet  oblivion  wraps 
My  peaceful  brain,  as  if  the  magic  rod 
Of  leaden  Morpheus  o'er  mine  eyes  had  ilacd 
Its  opiate  influence.     What  though  lore  ills 
Opprefs,  dire  want  of  chill -dtfpelling  coal 3, 
Or  cheerful  candle,  fave  the  makeweight's  gleam 
Hap'ly  remaining ;  heart-rejoicing  ale 
Cheers  the  fad  icene,  and  every  want  fupplies. 

S  4  Meantime 


Meantime  not  mindlcfs  of  the  daily  tafk 
Of  tutor  frge,  upon  the  learned  leaves 
Of  deep  Smiglecms  nnich  I  meditate  ; 
While  iiie  inipircs,  and  lends  her  kindred  aid 
The  thought-perplexing  labour  to  purfue, 
Sweet  Helicon  of  logic  i — But  if  friends 
Congeoiaj  call  me  from  the  toilfome  page, 
To  pot-I:oufe  I  repair,  the  facrcd  haunt, 
Where,  Ale,  thy  votaries  in  full  rcfort 
Hold  rites  nocturnal.    In  capacious  chair 
Of  monumental  oak,  and  antique  mould, 
That  long  has  flood  the  rage  of  conquering  Time 
Inviolate,  (not  in  more  ample  icat 

Smokes  roly  Juitice,  when  th'  important  caufe, 
Whether  of  hcn-rooll  or  of  mirthful  rape, 
In  all  the  majeily  of  paunch,  he  tries,) 

Studious  of  eafe,  and  provident  I  place 

My  ghdfome  limbs,  while  in  repeated  round 

Returns  repleninYd  the  fuccelTive  cup, 

And  the  briik  fire  conipires  to  genial  joy. 

Nor  icldom  to  relieve  the  ling'ring  hours 

In  innoctnt  delight,  amufive  putt, 

On  fmooth  joint-flool  in  emblematic  play, 

The  vain  villitudes  of  fortune  ihews. 

Nor  reckoning,  name  tremendous,  me  diihirbs, 

Nor,  caU'd-for,  chills  my  brcaft  with  fudden  fear, 

While  on  the  wonted  door  (exprclfivc  mark!) 

The 


The  frequent  penny  ffonds  defcrib'cl  to  view 
In  fnowy  characters,  a  graceful  row. 
Hail,  Ticking  !  fureft  guardian  of  diilrefs, 
Beneath  thy  flicker  pennylefs  I  quaff 
The  cheering  cup  :  though  much  the  poet's  friend, 
Ne'er  yet  attempted  in  poetic  ilrain, 
Accept  this  humble  tribute  of  my  praife. 
Nor  proctor  thrice  with  vocal  heel  alarms 
Our  joys  fecure,  nor  deigns  the  lowly  roof 
Of  pot-houfe  mug  to  vifit :  wifer  he 
The  fplendid  tavern  haunts,  or  coftee-houfe 
Of  James  or  Juggins,  where  the  grateful  breath 
Of  mild  Tobacco  ne'er  diffus'd  its  balm  j 
But  the  lewd  fpendthrift,  falfely  deem'd  polite, 
While  iteams  around  the  fragrant  Indian  bowl, 
Oft  damns  the  vulgar  ions  of  humbler  Ale  : 
In  vain — the  proctor's  voice  alarms  their  joy; 
Juft  fate  of  wanton  pride,  and  vain  excefs ! 
Nor  lefs  by  day  delightful  is  thy  draught, 
Heart-eafing  Ale,  whofe  forrow-ibothing  fweets 
Oft  I  repeat  in  vacant  afternoon, 
When  tatter'd  fiockings  alk  my  mending  hand 
Not  unexperienced,  while  the  tedious  toil 
Slides  unrcguarded.     Let  the  tender  fwain 
Each  morn  regale  on  nerve-relaxing  ten, 
Companion  meet  of  languor-loving  nymph  ; 
Be  mine  each  morn  with  eager  appetite 

And 
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And  hunger  undifieinbled,  to  repair 
7N>  friendly  butt'ry,  there  on  fmoaking 
Ana  foaming  Ale  to  banquet  unreftrain'd, 
Material  breakfaft  !  Thus  in  ancient  times 
Our  anceftors  robuir  with  liberal  cups 
U'merM  the  morn,  unlike  the  languid  fons 
Of  modern  days  ;  nor  ever  had  the  might 
Of  Britons  brave  decay'd,  had  thus  they  fed, 
With  Englifli  Ale  improving  Englifli  worth. 
With  Ale  irriguous,  undifmay'd  I  hear 
The  frequent  dun  afcend  my  lofty  dome 
Importunate  :  whether  the  plaintive  voice 
Of  laundrefs  mrili  awake  my  flartled  ear, 
Or  taylor  with  obfequious  bow  advance ; 
Or  groom  invade  me  with  defying  look 
And  fierce  demeanor,  whofe  emaciate  fleeds 
Had  panted  oft  beneath  my  goring  fteel : 
In  vain  they  plead  or  threat ;  all-powerful  Ale 
Excufes  new  fupplies,  and  each  defcends 
With  joylefs  pace  and  clebt-defpairing  looks. 
E'en  Sp — y  with  indignant  bow  retires, 
Sterneft  of  duns  !  and  conquer'd  quits  the  field. 
Why  did  the  gods  fuch  various  bleflings  pour 
On  helplefs  mortals,  from  their  grateful  hands 
So  foon  the  Ihort-lived  bounty  to  recall  ? 
Thus  while,  improvident  of  future  ill, 
I  quaff  the  lufcious  tankw,  j  unreilrain'd, 
And  thoughtlefs  riot  in  ambrofial  bill's, 

Sucldeu 


Sudden  (dire  fate  of  all  things  excellent !) 

Th'  unpitying  burfar's  crofs-affixing  hand 

Blafts  all  my  joys,  and  flops  my  glad  career* 

Nor  now  the  friendly  pot-houfe  longer  yields 

A  fure  retreat  when  ev'ning  fliades  the  ffcie?, 

Ndr  *  Sheppard,  ruthlefs  widow,  now  vouchfafes 

^The  wonted  truft,  and  a  Winter  ticks  no  more. 

Thus  Adam  exiPd  from  the  blifsful  fcenes 

Of  Eden  griev'd,  no  more  in  hallow'd  bow'r 

On  necYrine  fruits  to  feait,  frefli  made  or  vale 

No  more  to  vifit,  or  vine-mantled  grot ; 

But  all  forlorn  the  naked  wildernefs, 

And  unrejoicing  folitudes  to  trace. 

Thus  too  the  matchlefs  bard,  whofe  lay  refounda 

The  Splendid  Shilling's  praife,  in  nightly  gloom 

Of  lonefome  garret  pin'd  for  cheerful  Ale  : 

Whole  ileps  in  verfe  Miltonic  I  purfue, 

Mean  follower !  like  him  with  honeft  love 

Of  Ale  divine  inlpir'd,  and  love  of  fong. 

But  long  may  bounteous  Heav'n  with  watchful  care, 

Avert  his  haplefs  fate !  enough  for  me, 

That,  burning  with  congenial  flame,  I  dar'd 

His  guiding  fleps  at  diftance  to  purfue, 

And  ling  his  fav'rite  theme  in  kindred  ftrains* 

a  Uoted  alehoufes  In  Oxford, 
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ODE  TO  THE  GENIUS  OF  ITALY,  OCCASIONED 
BY  THE  EARL  OF  CORKE's  GOING  ABROAD. 

BY  MR.  J.  DUNCOMBE. 

OT  H  O  U  that,  on  a  pointlefs  fpear  reeling 
In  dufk  of  qve  oft  tak'fl  thy  lonely  way 
Where  Tyber's  flow,  neglected  waters  ftray, 
And  pour'ft  thy  fruitlefs  forrows  to  the  wind> 
Grieving  to  fee  his  fiiore  no  more  the  feat 
Of  arts  and  arms,  and  liberty's  retreat. 

Jtalia's  Genius,  rear  thy  drooping  head, 

Shake  off  thy  trance,  and  weave  an  olive  crown, 
For  fee !  a  noble  gueft  appears,  well  known 

To  all  thy  worthies,  though  in  Britain  bred  ; 

Guard  well  thy  charge,  for  know,  our  poliih'd  ifle 

Reluctant  fpares  thee  fuch  a  fon  as  BOYLE. 

There,  while  their  fweets  thy  myrtle  groves  difpenfe, 
Lead  to  the  Sabine  or  the  Tufcan  plain, 
Where  playful  Horace  tun'd  his  amorous  ftrain, 

And  Tully  pour'd  the  ftream  of  eloquence  ; 

Nor  foil  to  crown  him  with  that  ivy  bloom, 

Which  graceful  mantles  o'er  thy  Maro's  tomb, 

At 


At  that  bldl  fpot,  from  vulgar  cares  refm'd, 
In  fonie  foft  viiion  or  indulgent  dream 
Infpire  his  fancy  with  a  glorious  theme, 
And  point  new  fubje£J|  to  his  generous  mind, 
At  once  to  charm  his  country,  and  improve 
The  lail,  the  youngefl  object  of  his  love. 

But  O !  mark  well  his  tranfports  in  that  made, 
Where,  circled  by  the  bay's  unfading  green, 
Amidtt  a  rural  and  fequeftered  fcene 

His  much-lov'd  Pliny  refts  his  honour'd  head ; 

There,  rapt  in  filence,  will  he  gaze  around, 

And  ftrew  with  fwecte-ft  flow'rs  the  hallow 'd  ground. 

But  fee  !  the  fage,  to  mortal  view  confeft, 

Thrice  waves  the  hand,  and  fays,  or  feems  to  fay, 
"  The  debt  I  owe  thee  how  mall  I  repay  ? 

**  Welcome  to  Latium's  more,  iliuftrious  gueft  ! 

4"i  Long  may 'ft  thou  live  to  gi'ace  thy  native  ifle, 

"  Humane  in  thought,  and  elegant  in  ftyle  1 

"  While  on  thy  confort  I  with  rapture  gaze, 
*'  My  own  Calphurnia  riles  to  my  view  : 
*'  That  blifs  unknown  but  to  the  virtuous  few» 
**  Briton  !  is  thine ;   charm'd  with  domeftic  praifc, 
*'  Thine  are  thofe  heart-felt  joys  that  fweeten  life, 
"  The  fon,  the  friend,  the  daughter,  and  the  wife." 
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Content  with  ftich  approof,  when  genial  Spring 
Bids  the  fhrill  blackbird  whittle  in  the  vale, 
Home  may  he  haften  with  a  prolperous  gale, 

And  Health  protect  him  with  her  foft'ring  wing ; 

So  iliali  Britannia  to  the  wind  and  fea 

Kntruft  no  more  her  fav'rite  ORRERY. 


TO  CHARLES  PRATT,  Efy  NOW  LORD 

C  A  M  D  E  N. 

! 
-    Written  in  1 743.     By  D  R .  D  A  v  i  E  s. 

FROM  friendship's  cradle  up  the  verdant  paths 
Of  youth,  life's  jolly  ipring ;  and  now  fublim'd 
To  its  full  manhood  and  meridian  ftrength, 
Jler  lateft  ftage,   (for  friendfnip  ever  hale 
Knows  not  old  age,  difeafes,  and  decay, 
But  burning  keeps  her  facred  fire,  'till  death's 
Cold  hand  extingnilh)  —At  this  fpot,  this  point, 
Here,  PRATT,  we  ibcial  meet,  and  gaze  about, 

And  look  back  to  the  fcenes  our  paftime  trod 

*, 

In  nature's  morning,  when  the  gamefome  hours 
H»d  Hiding  feet,  and  laugh'd  th?mlelves  away. 

Luxurious 
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Luxurious  feafon !  vital  prime !  where  Thames 
Flows  by  Etona's  walls,  and  cheerful  fees 
Her  fons  wide  fwarming ;  and  where  fedgy  Cam. 
Bathes  with  lloxv  pace  his  academic  grove, 
Pierian  walks  ! — O  never  hope  again, 
(Impoflible  !  untenable  !)  to  grafp 
Thofe  joys  again  ;  to  feel  alike  the  pulfe 
Dancing,  and  fiery  fpirits  boiling  high  : 
Or  fee  the  pleafure  that  with  carelefs  wing 
Swept  on,  and  flow'ry  garlands  tofs'd  around 
Difporting  !  Try  to  call  her  back— as  weU 
Bid  yefterday  return,  arreil  the  flight 
Of  Time ;  or,  muling  by  a  river's  brink, 
Say  to  the  wave  that  huddles  fwiftly  by 
For  ever,  "  from  thy  fountain  roll  anew." 

The  merriment,  the  tale,  and  heartfelt  laugl} 
That  echo'd  round  the  table,  idle  gueils, 
Muft  rife,  and  ferious  inmates  take  their  place ; 
Reflection's  daughters  fad,  and  world-born  thought* 
Diflodging  Fancy's  empire— Yet  who  knows 
Exact  the  balance  of  our  lofs  and  gain  ? 
Who  knows  how  far  a  rattle  may  outweigh 
The  mace  or  fceptre  ?  But  as  boys  rcfign 
The  play-thing,  bauble  of  their  infancy, 
So  fares  it  with  maturer  years  :  they,  fage, 
Imagination's  airy  regions  quit, 
And  under  Reafon's  banner  take  the  field  j 

7  Wi* 


With  Refolution  face  the  cloud  or  front!, 
While  ali  their  former  nunbcr.vs  die  away.  - 

Some  to  the  palace  \vith  reg.iniu;!  itcp, 
And  courtly  blandifliment  reiorr,  and  there 
Advance  obfequibus ;  in  the  iimmine  balk. 
Of  princely  grace,  catch  the  creating  eye, 
Parent  of  honours :— in  r.h«>  fenate  fomc 
Harangue  the  full-bench'd  auditory,  and  uicid 
Their  lift'ning  paflions  (iiich  the  power,  the 
Of  Reafon's  eloquence  ! )  — or  at  the  bar, 
Where  Cowper,  Talbot,  Sonvers,  Yoike3,  before 
Pleaded  their  way  to  glory's  chair  fupreme, 
And  worthy  fill'd  it.     Let  not  thefe  great  names 
Damp,  but  incite :  nor  Murray's b  praiic  obicurc 
The  younger  merit.     Knov/,  thefc  lights,  ere  yet 
To  noon-day  luftre  kindled,  had  their  dawn. 
Proceed  familiar  to  the  gate  of  Fame, 
Nor  think  the  tafk  fevere,  the  prize  too  high 
Of  toil,  and  honour,  for  thy  Father'.?  ion. 

a  Lord  High  Chancellor  of  England. 
b  Nov/  Earl  of  Mansfield. 
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EPISTLE  FROM  HENRY  ST.  JOHN  LORD  VISCOUNT 
BOLINGBROKE  TO  Miss  LUCY  ATKINS*. 

Written  when  he  was  young. 

DEAR  thoughtlefs  CLARA,  to  my  verfe  attend^ 
Believe  for  once  thy  lover  and  thy  friend ; 
Heaven  to  each  fex  has  various  gifts  affign'd, 
And  fliewn  an  equal  care  of  human-kind ; 
Strength  does  to  man's  imperial  race  belong, 
To  yours  that  beauty  which  fubdues  the  ftrong ; 
But  as  our  ftrength,  when  mifapply'd,  is  loft, 
And  what  fhould  fave,  urges  our  ruin  moll ; 
Juft  fo,  when  beauty  proiiituted  lies, 
Of  bawds  the  prey,  of  rakes  th'  abandoned  prize, 
Women  no  more  their  empire  can  maintain, 
Nor  hope,  vile  Haves  of  luft,  by  love  to  reign. 
Superior  charms  but  make  their  cafe  the  worfe, 
And  what  mould  be  their  blefling,  proves  their  curie* 
O  nymph !  that  might,  reclin'd  on  Cupid's  breaftj 
Like  Pfyche,  footh  the  God  of  love  to  reft  ; 
Or,  if  ambition  mov'd  thee,  Jove  enthral, 
Brandifh  his  thunder,  and  direct  its  fall ; 


VOL.  VJ, 


«  An  orange  girt, 

T 


Survey 


Survey  thyfelf,  contemplate  every  grace 

Of  that  iwcet  form,  of  that  angelic  face  ; 

Then,  CLARA,  fay,  were  thoic  delicious  charms 

Meant  for  lewd  brothels,  and  rude  ruffians  arms  ? 

No,  CLARA,  no !  that  perfon,  and  that  mind, 

Were  form'd  by  nature,  and  by  heaven  deiign'd 

For  nobler  ends  j  to  thefe  return,  though  late, 

Return  to  thefe,  and  fo  avert  thy  fate. 

Think,  CLARA,  think,  (nor  will  that  thought  be  vain) 

Thy  Have,  thy  HARRY,  doom'd  to  drag  his  chain 

Of  love,  ill-treated  and  abus'd,  that  he 

From  more  inglorious  chains  might  refcue  thee. 

Thy  drooping  health  reltor'd ;  by  his  fond  care, 

Once  more  thy  beauty  its  full  luitre  wear ; 

Mov'd  by  his  love,  by  his  example  taught, 

Soon  lhall  thy  foul,  once  more  with  virtue  fraught, 

With  kind  and  gen'rous  truth  thy  bofom  warm, 

And  thy  fair  mind,  like  thy  fair  perfon,  charm. 

To  virtue  thus,  and  to  thyfelf  reftor'd, 

By  all  admir'd,  by  one  alone  ador'd, 

Be  to  thy  HARRY  ever  kind  and  true, 

And  live  for  him,  who  more  than  dies  for  you. 


. 


THE 


THE     CHEAT'S     APOLOGY; 

BY   MR.  ELLIS. 
'Tis  my  vocation^  Hal!  SHAKSPEARE. 

LOOK  round  the  wide  world,  each  profeffion,  you'll  findj 
Hath  fomething  difhoneft,  which  myft'ry  they  call ; 
Each  knave  points  another,  at  home  is  ftark-blind  ; 
Except  but  his  own,  there's  a  cheat  in  them  all : 
When  taxM  with  impoflure,  the  charge  he'll  evade, 
And  like  Falftaff  pretend  he  but  lives  by  his  trade. 

The  hero  ambitious  (like  Philip's  great  fon, 

Who  wept  when  he  found  no  more  mifchief  to  do) 

Ne'er  fcruples  a  neighbouring  realm  to  o'er-mn, 
While  (laughters  and  carnage  his  fabre  imbrue* 

Of  rapine  and  murder  the  charge  he'll  evade, 

For  conqueft  is  glorious,  and  fighting  his  trade. 

The  ftatc'fman,  who  fleers  by  wife  Machiavel's  rules^ 
Is  ne'er  to  be  known  by  his  tongue  or  his  face ; 

They're  traps  by  him  us'd  to  catch  credulous  fools$ 
And  breach  of  his  promife  he  counts  no  difgrace ; 

But  policy  calls  it,  reproach  to  evade, 

For  flatt'ry's  his  province,  cajoling  his  trade, 

T  2  Thtf 
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The  prieft  will  inftruft  you  this  world  to  defpife, 
With  all  its  vain  pomp,  for  a  kingdom  on  high  ; 

While  earthly  preferments  are  chiefly  his  prize, 
And  all  his  purfuits  give  his  doctrine  the  lye; 

He'll  plead  you  the  gofpel,  your  charge  to  evade : 

The  lab'rer's  entitled  to  live  by  his  trade. 

The  lawyer,  as  oft  on  the  wrong  fide  as  right, 
Who  tortures  for  fee  the  true  fenfe  of  the  laws, 

While  black  he  by  fophiftry  proves  to  be  white,, 
And  falfehood  and  perjury  lifts  in  his  caufe, 

With  fteady  aflurance  all  crime  will  evade : 

His  client's  his  care,  and  he  follows  his  trade. 

The  fons-  of  Machaon,  who  thirfty  for  gold 
The  patient  paft  cure  vi(it  thrice  in  a  day, 

Write  largely  the  Pharmacop  league  to  uphold, 
While  poverty's  left  to  difeafes  a  prey, 

Are  held  in  repute  for  their  glitt'ring  parade  : 

Their  practice  is  great,  and  they  fliine  in  their  trade. 

Since  then  in  all  ftations  impofture  is  found, 
No  one  of  another  can  juftly  complain  ; 

The  coin  he  receives  will  pals  current  aroundt 
And  where  he  is  coufen'd  he  coufens  again : 

But  I,  who  for  cheats  this  apology  made, 

Cheat  myfclf  by  my  rhyming,  and  ftarve  by  my  trade. 


SONG. 
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N 


G. 


BY     THESAME. 

AS  Chloe  ply'd  her  needle's  art, 
A  purple  drop  the  fpear 
Made  from  her  heedlefs  finger  ilart, 
And  from  her  eyes  a  tear. 

Ah  !  might  but  Chloe  by  her  fmart 
Be  taught  for  mine  to  feel ; 

Mine  caus'd  by  Cupid's  piercing  dart, 
More  lharp  than  pointed  fleel ! 

Then  I  her  needle  would  adore, 
Love's  arrow  it  fiiould  be, 

Indu'd  with  fuch  a  fubtle  pow'r 
To  reach  her  heart  for  me. 


AND- 
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A    N    O    T    H    E    R. 

BY    THE    SAME. 

SU  E  venal  Belinda  to  grant  you  the  bleffing 
As  Jove  courted  Danae,  or  vain's  your  addrefling; 
For  love,  (he  aflerts,  all  that's  gen'rous  infpires, 
And  therefore  rich  tokens  of  love  fhe  requires. 

Such  fuitors  as  nothing  but  ardours  are  boafting, 
Will  ne'er  reach  Elylium,  but  ever  be  coafting. 
Like  penny  lefs  ghofts,  deny'd  paflage  by  Charon, 
They'll  find,  without  fee,  unrelenting  the  fair-one. 

But  give  me  the  nymph  not  ungrateful  to  wooing, 
Who  love  pays  with  love,  and  carefles  with  cooing, 
By  whom  a  true  heart  is  accepted  as  flerling, 
And  Cupid  alone  makes  her  lover  her  darling. 


To  MR.  GRENVILLE,  ON  HIS  INTENDED 
RESIGNATION. 


A 


BY   RICHARD   BERENGER,    Efq; 
Wretch,  tir'd  out  with  Fortune's  blows, 
Refolv'd  at  once  to  end  his  woes ; 

Ant! 
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And,  like  a  thoughtlefs  filly  elf, 
In  the  next  pond  to  drown  himfelf. 
'Tis  fit,  quoth  he,  my  life  fhould  end, 
The  cruel  world  is  not  my  friend  ; 
I  have  nor  meat,  nor  drink,  nor  cloaths, 
But  want  each  joy  that  wealth  bellows ; 
Befides,  I  hold  my  life  my  own, 
And  when  I  pleafe  may  lay  it  down; 
A  wretched  hopelefs  thing  am  I, 
Forgetting,   as  forgot,  I'll  die. 

Not  fo,  laid  one  who  flood  behind, 
And  heard  him  thus  difclofe  his  mind ; 
Confider  well,  pray,   what  you  do, 
And  think  what  numbers  live  in  you : 
If  you  go  drown,  your  woes  to  eafe, 
Pray,  who  will  keep  your  lice  and  fleas  ? 
On  you  alone  their  lives  depend, 
With  you  they  live,  with  you  mud  end. 

On  great  folks  thus  the  little  live, 
And  in  their  funmine  balk  and  thrive  : 
But  when  thofe  funs  no  longer  mine, 
The  helplefs  infects  droop  and  pine. 

Oh,  GRENVILLE,  then  this  tale  apply, 
Nor  drown  yourfelf  left  I  fhould  die  : 
Compaffionate  your  loufe's  cafe, 
And  keep  your  own  to  lave  his  place. 


To 


To      Mr.      G    A    R    R    I    C    K, 

Pa  his  erecting  a  Temple  and  Statue  to  SH.  AKSPEARE  a. 
BY  THE  SAME. 

—Viridi  in  campojignwn  de  marmore  ponant 
Propter  aquam,  tardis  ingcm  ubijkxibus  err  at 
Thane/is,  et  jyulta  pr<stexit  ar undine  ripas  ; 
In  media  mibi  SHAKSPEARE  erit^  templuwquc  tcnebit* 

VIRGIL. 

W^H  E  R  E  yonder  trees  rife  high  in  cheerful  air, 
Where  yonder  banks  eternal  verdure  wear, 
And  opening  flow'rs  diffufing  fvveets  around 
Paint  with  their  vivid  hues  the  happy  ground ; 
While  Thames  majeftic  rolls  the  meads  between, 
And  with  his  ftlver  current  crowns  the  fcene  : 
¥here  GARRICK,  fatiate  of  well-earn'd  applaufe, 
From  crowds  and  fhouting  theatres  withdraws ; 
There  courts  the  Mufe,  turns  o'er  th*  inftruftive  page, 
And  meditates  new  triumphs  for  the  ftage. 
Thine,  SHAKSPEARE,  chief— for  thou  muft  ever  ftiine 
His  pride,  his  boafl,  unequall'd  and  divine. 

a  In  his  garden,  by  the  Thames  fide,  at  Hampton. 
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There  too  thy  vot'ry,  to  thy  merit  juft, 
Hath  rais'd  the  dome,  and  plac'd  thy  honoured  bull, 
Bidding  the  pile  to  future  times  proclaim 
His  veneration  for  thy  mighty  name. 
A  place  more  fit  his  zeal  could  never  find 
Than  this  fair  ipot,  an  emblem  of  the  mind- 
As  £///and  dale  there  charm  the  wond'ring  eye, 
Such  fweet  variety  \\\y  fcenes  fupply — 
Like  the  tall  trees  fublime  thy  genius  tow'rs, 
Sprightly  thy  fancy,  as  the  opening  flow'rs  ; 
While,  copious  as  the  tide  Thames  pours  along, 
Flow  the  fweet  numbers  of  thy  heav'nly  fong, 
Serenely  pure,  and  yet  divinely  ftrong — 
Look  down,  great  fliade,  with  pride  this  tribute  fee, 
The  hand  that  pays  it  makes  it  worthy  thee — 
As  fam'd  Apelles  was  allow'd  alone 
To  paint  the  form  auguft  of  Philip's  fon, 
None  but  a  GAR  RICK  can,  O  bard  divine  ! 
Lay  ayfr  offering  on  thy  hallow'd  mrine. 
To  fpeak  thy  worth  is  his  peculiar  boaft, 
He  belt  can  tell  it,  for  he  feels  it  moft. 
Bleit  bard  !  thy  fame  through  every  age  mail  grow, 
Till  Nature  ceafe  to  charm,  or  Thames  to  flow. 
Thou  too,  with  him,  whofe  fame  thy  talents  raife, 
Shalt  fliare  our  wonder,  and  divide  our  praife  ; 
Blended  with  this  thy  merits  rife  to  view, 
And  half  thy  SHAKSPEARE'S  fame  to  thee  is  due  : 


Unlefs 
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Unlefs  the  after  with  the  bard  confpire, 
How  impotent  his  flrength,  how  faint  his  fire  ! 
One  boafls  the  mine,  one  brings  the  gold  to  light  ^ 
And  the  Mufe  triumphs  in  the  Actor's  mighty 
Too  weak  to  give  her  own  conceptions  birth, 
Till  all-expreffive^to'tf/z  call  them  forth. 
Thus  the  iweet  pipe,  mute  in  itfelf,  no  found 
Sends  forth,  nor  breathes  its  pleafing  notes  around 
But  if  fome  fwain,  with  happy  ikill  endu'd, 
Infpire  with  animating  breath  the  wood, 
Wak'd  into  voice,  it  pours  its  tuneful  {trains, 
The  harmony  divine  enchants  the  plains. 

j  et  placeo  ,fi  placeO)  tuum  eft— 


• 
HOR. 


On  the  Birth-Day  of  SHAKSPEARE. 
Taken  from  his  Works. 

BY    THE    SAME. 


A  CENTO. 


Natura  ipfd  walere,   et  mentis  viribus  excitar!y  et  quaji  quod&m 
divitoo  Jpiritu  afflari. 

-  -  JL  E  A  C  E  to  this  meeting  ! 
Joy  and  fair  time,  health  and  good  wiflies  ! 
Now,  worthy  friends,  the  caufe  why  we  are  met 
Is  in  celebration  of  the  day  that  gave 
Immortal  Shdkjpwc  to  this  favour'd  ifle, 
The  moil  replenifhed  fweet  work  of  nature, 

Which 


Which  from  the  prime  creation  e'er  fhe  fram'd. 

O  thou  divined:  Nature !  how  thyfelf  thou  blazon'ft 

In  this  thy  fon  !  form'd  in  thy  prodigality, 

To  hold  thy  mirror  up,  and  give  the  time 

Its  very  form  and  preifure  !  When  he  fpeaks 

Each  aged  ear  plays  truant  at  his  tales, 

And  younger  hearings  are  quite  ravifhed,  - 

So  voluble  is  his  difcourfe — Gentle 

As  Zephyr  blowing  underneath  the  violet, 

Not  wagging  its  fweet  head — yet  as  rough, 

(His  noble  blood  enchafPd)  as  the  rude  wind, 

That  by  the  top  doth  take  the  mountain  pine, 

And  make  him  Hoop  to  th'  vale.— 'Tis  wonderful 

That  an  invifible  inftinft  fhould  frame  him 

To  loyalty,   unlearn'd  :  honour  untaught ; 

Civility  not  feen  in  other;  knowledge 

That  wildly  grows  in  him,  but  yields  a  crop 

As  if  it  had  been  fovvn.     What  a  piece  of  work  ! 

Kow  noble  in  faculty  !  infinite  in  reafon ! 

A  combination  and  a  form  indeed, 

Where  every  God  did  feem  to  fet  -his  fcal ! 

Heav'n  has  him  now — yet  let  our  idolatrous,  fancy 

Still  fanclSfy  his  relicks ;  and  this  day 

Stand  aye  diftinguifh'd  in  the  kalendar 

To  the  laft  fyllable  of  recorded  time : 

For,  if  we  take  him  but  for  all  in  all, 

We  ne'er  -fliall  look  upon  his  like  again. 


An 
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An    ODE    to    SCULPTURE. 
By   JAMES    SCOT,    D.D. 

LED  by  the  Mufe,  my  ftep  pervades 
The  facred  haunts,  the  peaceful  fhades 
Where  Art  and  Sculpture  reign : 
I  fee,  I  fee,  at  their  command, 
The  living  flones  in  order  ftand, 

And  marble  breathe  through  every  vein  ! 
Time  breaks  his  hoflile  fey  the  ;  he  fighs 

To  find  his  pow'r  malignant  fled  ; 
**  And  what  avails  my  dart,  he  cries, 

"  Since  thefe  can  animate  the  dead  ? 
<c  Since  wak'd  to  mimic  life  again  in  flone 
'*  The  patriot  feems  to  fpeak,  the  hero  frown." 
There  Virtue's  filent  train  are  feen, 
Faft  fixM  their  looks,  erect  their  mien, 
Lo  !  while  with  more  than  iloic  foul, 
The  *  Attic  fagc  exhaufb  the  bowl, 
A  pale  fuffufion  fliades  his  eyes, 
'Till  by  degrees  the  marble  dies ! 

a  Socrates,  who  was  condemned  to  die  by  poifon. 

See 
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See  there  the  injur'd  b  poet  bleed  ! 

Ah !  fee  he  droops  his  languid  head ! 

What  flatting  nerves,  what  dying  pain, 

What  horror  freezes  every  vein  ! 
Thefe  are  thy  works,  O  Sculpture  !  thine  to  flievv 
In  rugged  rock  a  feeling  fenfe  of  woe. 

Yet  not  alone  fuch  themes  demand 

The  Pbydian  ftroke,  the  D^Jal  hand; 
I  view  with  melting  eyes 

A  fofter  fcene  of  grief  difplay'd, 

While  from  her  breaft  the  duteous  maid 
Her  infant  fire  with  food  fupplies. 

In  pitying  (tone  fhe  weeps,  to  fee 
His  fqualid  hair,  and  galling  chains  : 

And  trembling,  on  her  bended  •knee, 
His  hoary  head  her  hand  fuiteins ; 
While  every  look  and  forrowing  feature  prove 
How  foft  her  breaft,  how  great  her  filial  love. 

Lo  !  there  the  wild c  Afyrian  queen , 

With  threatening  brow,  and  frantic  mien ! 

*»  Seneea,  born  »t  Corduba,  who,  according  to  Pliny,  was  orator,  poer, 
and  philofopher.  He  bled  to  death  in  the  bath. 

c  Semiramis,  cum  ei  circa  cultum  capitis  fui  oecxipatse  nunciatxiia 
cflet  Babylonem  defecifle;  alter!  parte  crinium  adhuc  foiuta  protinL'.s 
ad  cam  expugnandam  cucurrit :  nee  prius  decorem  capillorum  in  ordi» 
nem  quam  tantam  urbern  in  potcftatem  fuarn  redegit :  quocirca  fiitua 
cjus  Babylone  polita  eft,  Jrc.  Val.  Max.  de  Ira. 

Revenge  \. 
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Kevenge  !  revenge  !  the  marble  c 
While  fury  fparklcs  in  her  eyes. 
Thus  was  her  aweful  form  beheld, 
When  Babylon 's  proud  fons  rebell'd  ; 
She  left  the  woman's  vainer  care, 
And  flew  with  loofe  difhevell'd  hair  ; 
She  ftretch'd  her  hand,  imbru'd  in  bloodj 
While  pale  Sedition  trembling  flood ; 
In  fudden  filence,  the  mad  crowd  obey'd 
Her  awefiil  voice,  and  Stygian  Difcord  fled  ! 
With  hope,  or  fear,  or  love,  by  turns, 
The  marble  leaps,  or  fhrinks,  or  burns* 

As  Sculpture  waves  her  hand  j 
The  varying  paffions  of  the  mind 
Her  faithful  handmaids  are  affign'd, 

And  rife  and  fall  by  her  command. 
When  now  life's  wafted  lamps  expire, 

When  finks  to  duft  this  mortal  frame, 
She,  like  Prometheus,  grafps  the  fire ; 

Her  touch  revives  the  lambent  flame ; 
While,  phoenix-like,  the  Itatefman,  bard,  or  fagey 
Spring  frefh  to  life,  and  breathe  through  every  age. 
Hence,  where  the  organ  full  and  clear, 
With  loud  hofannas  charms  the  ear, 
Behold  (a  prifm  within  his  hands) 
Abforb'd  in  thought,  great  d  Newton  Hands ; 

d  A  noble  ftatue  of  Sir  Ifaac  Newton,    ercfted   in  Trinity-College 
chapel  by  Dr.  Smith-. 
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Such  was  his  folemn  wonted  ftate, 
His  ferious  brow,  and  mufmg  gait, 
When,  taught  on  eagle-wings  to  fly, 
He  trac'd  the  wonders  of  the  fky  ; 
The  chambers  of  the  fun  explor'd, 
Where  tints  of  thoufand  hues  are  ftor'd  ; 
Whence  every  flower  in  painted  robes  is 
And  varying  Iris  Heals  her  gaudy  veft. 
Here,  as  Devotion,  heavenly  queen, 
Conduces  her  beft,  her  fav'rite  train, 

At  Newton's  fhrine  they  bow  ! 
And,  while  with  raptur'd  eyes  they  gaze, 
With  Virtue's  pureft  veftal  rays, 

Behold  their  ardent  bofoms  glow  ! 
Hail,  mighty  Mind  !  hail,  aweful  name  ! 

I  feel  infpir'd  my  laboring  breaft  ; 
And  lo  !  I  pant,  I  burn  for  fame  ! 

Come,  Science,  bright  etherial  gueft, 
Oh  come,  and  lead  thy  meaneft,  humblefl  fon, 
Through  H^/dom's  arduous  paths  to  fair  renown. 
Could  I  to  one  faint  ray  afpire, 
One  fpark  of  that  celeftial  fire, 
The  leading  cynofure,  that  glow'd 
While  Smith  explor'd  the  dark  abode, 
Where  Wifdom  fate  on  Nafure's  (hrine, 
How  great  my  boaft !  what  praife  were  mine  ! 
Illuftrious  fage  !    who  firft  could'it  tell  , 
Wherein  the  powers  of  Mujjc  dwell ; 

And 
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And  every  magic  chain  untie^ 
That  binds  the  foul  of  Harmony  ! 
To  fiber,  xv  hen  mouldering  in  the  duff:, 
To  tbee  ikall  fwell  the  breathing  butt  : 
Shall  here  (for  this  reward  thy  merits  claim) 
"  Stand  next  to  place  in  Newton  ,  as  in  fame." 


TRUE     RESIGNATION. 


memento  reins  in  arduis 
Srrvare  mentem*  HORAT. 

By    Mf.    HYLTON. 

WHEN  Colin'  s  good  dame,  who  long  held  him  a  tug 
And  defeated  his  hopes  by  the  help  of  the  jug, 
Had  taken  too/reefy  the  cheeruping  cup, 
And  repeated  the  dofe  'till  it  laid  her  quite  up  ; 
Colin  fent  for  the  doctor:  with  forrowful  face 
He  gave  him  his  fee,  and  he  told  him  her  cafe. 
Quoth  Galen,  I'll  do  what  I  can  for  your  wife  ; 
But  indeed  (lie's  fo  bad,  that  I  fear  for  her  life. 
Incounfel  there's  fnfety  —  e'n  fend  for  another  ; 
For  if  (lie  Ihould  die,  folks  will  make  a  flrange  pother, 
,And  fay  that  I  loft  her  for  want  of  good  fkill  — 
Or  of  better  advice  —  or,  in  fliort,  what  they  will. 

Says 
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Says  Colin,  your  judgment  there's  none  can  difpufe  ; 
And  if  phyiic  fan  cure  her—  I  know  jours  willdo't. 
But  if,  after  all,  fi&Jkoultl  happen  to  die, 
And  they  fay  thatjwa  kilfdlcr  —  I'll  fwear  'tis  a  lye  ; 
*Tis  the  bujband's  chief  bufmefs,  whatever  enfue  ; 
And  whoever  finds  fault  —  I'll  be  fhot  —if  /do. 


An  E  p  i  s  T  L  E  from  the  King    of  PRUSSIA   |p 
Monfieur  VOLTAIRE.     1757. 

/">ROYEZ  que  fi  j'  etois,  Voltaire, 

V-'  Particulier  aujourdhui, 

Me  contentant  du  neceflaire, 

Je  verrois  envoler  la  Fortune  legere, 

Et  m'en  mocquerois  comme  lui. 

Je  connois  1*  ennui  des  grandeurs, 

Le  fardeau  des  devoirs,  le  jargon  des  flateurs, 

Et  tout  1'  arnas  des  petitefles, 

Et  leurs  genres  et  leurs  efpeces, 

Dont  il  faut  s'  occuper  dans  le  fein  des  honneur*. 

Je  meprife  la  vaine  glorie, 

Quoiqwe  Poete  et  Souverain, 

Quand  du  cifeau  fatal  retrajicfcant  in  on  deftin 

Atropoa  m*  aura  vii  plonge  dans  la  unit  iioijpe, 

Que  m'  importe  I*  honneur  incertain 

VOL.  VI.  U  DC 


DC  vivre  apres  ma  mort  au  temple  de  Memoire : 

Un  inftant  de  bonheur  vaut  mille  ans  dans  Thifloirc. 

Nos  deftins  font  ils  done  fi  beaux  ? 

Le  doux  Plaifir  et  la  Mollefle, 

La  vive  et  na'ive  Allegrefle 

Ont  toujours  fui  des  grands,  la  pompe,  et  les  faifceaux, 

Nes  pour  la  liberte  leurs  troupes  enchantrefles 

Preferent  1*  aimable  pareffe 

Aux  aufteres  devoirs  guides  de  nos  travaux. 

la  Fortune  volage 
a  jamais  caufe  mes  ennuis, 
Soit  qu*  eile  m'  aga9e,  ou  qu*  elle  mj  outrage. 
Je  dormirai  toutes  les  nuits 
En  lui  refufant  mon  hommage. 
Mais  notre  etat  nous  fait  loi, 
,11  nous  oblige,  il  nous  engage 
A  mefurer  notre  courage, 
Sur  ce  qu'  exige  notre  emploi, 
Voltaire  dans  fon  hermitage, 
Dans  un  pai's  dont  1*  heritage 
Eft  fon  antique  bonne  foi, 
Peut  s*  addonner  en  paix  a  la  vertu  du  fage 
Dont  Platon  nous  marque  la  loi. 
Pour  moi  menace  du  naufrage^ 
Je  dois,  en  affrontant  1'  orage, 
Penfer,  vivre,  et  mourir  en  Roi. 


.  Tranflatcd 
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Tranflated  into  Englifh 
By  JOHN    GILBERT    COOPER,  Efq, 

VOLTAIRE,  believe  me,  were  I  now 
In  private  life's  calm  flation  plac'd, 
Let  Heav'n  for  nature's  wants  allow, 
With  cold  indifference  would  I  view 
Changing  Fortune's  winged  hafte, 
And  laugh  at  her  caprice  like  you. 
Th'  inlipid  farce  of  tedious  ftate, 
Imperial  duty's  real  weight, 
The  faithlefs  courtier's  fupple  bow, 
The  fickle  multitude's  carefs, 
And  the  great  Vulgar's  Littlenefs, 
By  long  experience  well  I  know  : 
And,  though  a  Prince  and  Poet  born, 
Vain  blandimments  of  glory  fcorn. 
For  when  the  ruthlefs  (hears  of  Fate 
Have  cut  my  life's  precarious  thread, 
And  rank'd  me  with  th'  unconicious  dead, 
What  will't  avail  that  I  was  great, 
Or  that  th'  uncertain  tongue  of  Fame 
In  Mem'ry's  temple  chaunts  my  name  ? 

U*  On* 
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One  blifsful  moment  whilft  we  live 
Weighs  more  than  ages  of  renown  j 
What  then  do  Potentates  receive 
Of  good,  peculiarly  their  owrvJ 
Sweet  Eafe  and  unaffe&ed  Joy, 
Domeitic  Peace,  and  Iportive  Pleafur,^, 
The  regal  throne  and  palace  fry, 
And,  born  for  liberty,  prefer 
Soft  filent  fcenes  of  lovely  leifurc, 
To,  what  we  Monarchs  buy  fo  dear, 
The  thorny  pomp  of  fcepter'd  care. 
My  pain  or  blifs  fhall  ne'er  depend 
On  fickle  Fortune*  cafual  flight, 
For,  whether  Ihe's  my  foe  or  friend, 
In  calm  repofe  I'll  pafe  the  night ; 
And  ne'er  by  watchful  homage  own 
I  Court  her  fmile,  or  fear  her  frown. 
But  from  ourilations  we  derive 
Unerring  precepts  how  to  live, 
And  certain  deeds  each  rank  calls  forth, 
By  which  is  meafur'd  hnman  worth* 
Voltaire,  within  his  private  cell, 
In  realms  where  ancient  honefty 
Is  patrimonial  property, 
And  facred  Freedom  loves  to  dwell, 


May 
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May  give  up  all  Us  peaceful  rnindr 

Guided  by  Plato's  deathlefs  page, 

In  filent  folitude  refign'd 

To  the  mild  virtues  of  a  Sage  ; 

But  I,  'gainft  whom  wild  whirlwinds  wage 

Fierce  war  xvith  wreck-denouncing  wing, 

Muft  be,  to  face  the  tempeft's  rage, 

In  thought,  in  life,  in  death  a  king.*. 


On  feeing3  Archbifliop  WILLIAMS-'S  Monument  in 
CARNARVONSHIRE. 

By  Dr.  DAVIES. 

IN  that  remote  and  folitary  place, 
Which  the  feas  wafh,  and  circling  hills  embraiQC, 
Where  thofe  lone  walls  amid  the  groves  arife, 
AH  that  remains  of  thee,  fam'd  Williams,  lies. 
Thither,  fequefter'd  fhade,  creation's  nook, 
The  wand'ring  Mufe  her  peniive  journey  took, 
Curious  to  trace  the  ftatefman  to  his  home, 
And  moralize  at  leifure  o'er  his  tomb : 
She  came  not,  with  the  pilgrim,  tears  to  fhcd, 
Mutter  a  vow,  or  trifle  with  a  bead, 

a  John  Williams  w>s  confecrated  bifliop  of  Lincoln,  Nov.  IT, 
1621;  was  tranflated  to  York,  Dec.  4,  1641;  ,!  '  d  Maich  25,  1649; 
and  was  buried  at  Laadcgay,  near  Bango  . 

U3  But 
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But  fuch  a  fadnefs  did  her  thoughts  employ, 
As  lives  within  the  neighbourhood  of  joy. 
Reflecting  much  upon  the  mighty  fhade, 
His  glories,  and  his  miferies,  flie  faid  : 

"  How  poor  the  lot  of  the  once-honour'd  dead ! 
perhaps  the  duft  is  William^  that  we  tread. 
The  learn'd,  ambitious,  politic,  and  great, 
Statefman,  and  prelate,  this,  alas !  thy  fate. 
Could  not  thy  Lincoln  yield  her  paflor  room  ? 
Could  not  thy  Tork  fupply  thee  with  a  tomb  ? 
Was  it  for  this  thy  lofty  genius  foar'd, 
Carefs'd  by  monarchs  and  by  crowds  ador'd  ? 
For  this,  thy  hand  o'er  rivals  could  prevail, 
Grafping  by  turns  the  crofier  and  the  h  feal  ? 
Who  dar'd  on  Laud's  meridian  pow'r  to  frown, 
And  on  afpiring  Buckingham  look  down. 
This  thy  gay  morn, — but  ere  the  day  decline 
Clouds  gather,  and  adverfity  is  thine. 

Doom'd  to  behold  thy  country's  fierce  alarms, 

What  had  thy  trembling  age  to  do  with  arms  ? 

Thy  lands  dragoon'd,  thy  palaces  in  dufl, 

Why  was  thy  life  protracted  to  be  curft  ? 

The  king  in  chains, — thyielf  by  lawlefs  might 

Sti  ipt  of  all  pow'r,  and  exil'd  from  thy  right. 
Awhile  the  venerable  hero  flood, 

And  ftemm'd  with  caiiv'ring  limbs  the  boifl'rous  flood ; 

*>  fie  was  made  lord  .keeper  of  the  great  f;al  July  20,  i6zj. 

At 
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At  length,  o'ermatch'd  by  injuries  and  time, 
Stole  from  the  world,  and  fought  his  native  clime. 

Cambria  for  him  with  moans  her  region  fills :   . 
She  wept  his  downfall  from  a  thoufand  hills : 
Tender  embraced  her  prelate  though  undone, 
Stretch'd  out  her  mother-rocks  to  hide  her  fon: 
Search'd,  while  alive,  each  vale  for  his  repafl, 
And,  when  he  died,  receiv'd  him  in  her  breaft. 
Envied  Ambition  !  what  are  all  thy  fchemes, 
But  waking  mifery,  or  pleafing  dreams, 
Sliding  and  tottering  on  the  heights  of  {late  I 
The  fubject  of  this  verfe  declares  thy  fate. 
Great  as  he  was,  you  fee  how  fmall  the  gain, 
A  burial  fo  obfcure,  a  Mufe  fo  mean." 


U  4  Extern* 


Extempore  Verfcs  upon  a  Trial  of  Skill  between 
the  two  great  Mafttrs  of  Defence,  Meffieurs  FIGG 
and  SUTTON. 

By  Dr.   B  Y  R  o  M a. 

I. 

LONG  was  the  great  Figg,  by  the  prize-fighting  fwains, 
Sole  monarch  acknowledged  of  Marybone  plains : 
To  the  towns,  far  and  near,  did  his  valour  extend, 
And  fvvam  down  the  river  from  Thainc  to  Gravciend  $ 
Where  liv'd  Mr.  Sutton,  pipemaker  by  trade, 
Who  hearing  that  Figg  was  thought  inch  a  it  out  blade, 
Refolv'd  to  put  in  for  a  fhare  of  his  fame, 
And  fo  fent  to  challenge  the  champion  of  Thame. 

a  Dr.  John  Byrom  was  a  younger  fon  of  Mr.  Edward  Byrom,  of  Kcr- 
fal,  in  the  county  of  Lancafier,  linen-draper.  He  received  his  educa 
tion  at  .Merchant  Taylor's  School,  from  whence  he  went  to  Trinity 
College,  Cambridge,  where  he  became  a  petitioner,  July  6,  1708.  Hav 
ing  taken  his  degrees  in  arts,  he  was  chofen  fellow  of  his  college  in 
1714 ;  but  not  inclining  to  enter  into  holy  orders,  he  was  obliged  to 
quit  his  place  in  1716,  and  foon  afterwards  married  his  couiin  Mifs 
Elizabeth  Byrom.  This  union  involved  him  in  more  expence  than  he 
\vas  able  to  fupport,  and  he  was  compelled  to  have  recourfe  to  teaching 
ihort-hand  for  the  maintenance  of  his  family.  After  fome  years  his 
c  Ij.K-1-  brother  died,  and  the  family  eflate  devolved  to  him.  This  occa^ 
iioned  him  firft  to  refax  his  attention  to  bufifvefs,  and  then  to  relinqu'dh 
it  whoJly,  He  died  at  Manchetfcr  Srptembcr  16,  1763. 

II.  With 


II. 

With  alternate  advantage  two  trials  had  paft, 

When  they  fought  out  the  rubbers  on  Wednefday  lafU 

To  fee  fuch  a  conteft  the  houfe  was  io  full, 

There  hardly  was  room  left  to  thruft  in  your  ikull. 

With  a  prelude  of  cudgels  we  firit  were  fainted, 

And  two  or  three  fhoulders  moil  handfomely  fluted  ; 

'Till  weary  at  laft  with  inferior  difafters, 

All  the  company  cry'd,  Come,  the  mailers,  the  mailers, 

III. 

Whereupon  the  bold  Sutton  fir  ft  mounted  the  flaget 
Made  his  honours  as  ufaal,  and  yearn'd  to  engage  ; 
Then  Figg,  with  a  vilage  lo  fierce,  yet  fedatc, 
Came  and  cnter'd  the  lifts  with  his  frefli-ihavcn  pate  ; 
Their  arms  were  encircled  with  armigers  too, 
With  a  red  ribbon  Sutton's,  and  Figg's  with  a  blue. 
Thus  adorn'd  the  two  heroes,  'twixt  ihoulder  and  elbow, 
Shook  hands,  and  went  to't,  and  the  word  it  was  Bilboe. 

IV. 

Sure  fuch  a  concern  in  the  eyes  of  fpcftators 
Was  never  yet  ieen  in  our  amphitheatres, 
Our  commons  and  peers  from  their  revcral  places, 
To  half  an  inch  diftance  all  pointed  their  faces  ; 
While  the  rays  of  old  Phoebus  that  fbot  thro*  the  ficy-light, 
Seem'cl  to  make  on  the  ft  age  a  new  kind  01    ,vi  ;^:it  ; 
And  the  Gods,  without  doubt,  if  on-,  coulct  but  have  feea 


peeping  there  through,.  to  do  juiiicc  between  'em. 

V.  Figg 
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V. 

Figg  (truck  the  firfl  ftroke,  and  with,  fuch  a  vaft  fiiry, 
That  he  broke  his  huge  weapon  in  twain,  I  allure  you  ; 
And  if  his. brave  rival  this  blow  had  not  warded, 
His  head  from  his  fhoulders  had  quite  been  difcarded. 
Figg  arm'd  him  again,  and  they  took  t'  other  tilt, 
And  then  Sntton's  blade  ran  away  from  its  hilt ; 
The  weapons  were  frighted,  but  as  for  the  men, 
In  truth  they  ne'er  minded,  but  at  it  again. 

VI. 

Such  a  force  in  their  blows,  you'd  have  thought  it  a  wonder 
Every  ftroke  they  received  did  not  cleave  'em  afunder. 
Yet  ib  great  was  their  courage,  fo  equal  their  Ikill, 
That  they  both  feem'd  as  fafe  as  a  thief  in  a  mill ; 
While  in  doubtful  attention  dame  Victory  flood, 
And  which  fide  to  take  could  not  tell  for  her  blood, 
But  remain'd  like  the  afs,  'twixt  the  bundles  of  hay, 
Without  ever  ftirring  an  inch  either  way, 

VII. 

'Till  Jove  to  the  Gods  fignified  his  intention 
In  a  fpeech  that  he  made  'em  too  tedious  to  mention ; 
But  the  upfliot  on't  was,  that  at  that  very  bout 
From  a  wound  in  Figg's  fide  the  hot  blood  fpouted  out ; 
Her  ladyfhip  then  feem'd  to  think  the  cafe  plain, 
But  Figg  ftepping  forth  with  a  fallen  diidain, 
Shew'd  the  gafti,  and  appeal'd  to  the  company  round, 
Jf  his  own  broken  {word  had  not  given  him  the  wound. 

5  VIII,  That 
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VIII. 

That  bruifes  and  wounds  a  man's  fpirit  mould  touch, 
With  danger  ib  little,  with  honour  fo  much  ! 
Well,  they  both  took  a  dram,  and  return'd  to  the  battle, 
And  with  a  frefh  fury  they  made  the  fwords  rattle  ;  - 
While  Button's  right  arm  was  obferved  to  bleed, 
By  a  touch  from  his  rival,  fo  Jove  had  decreed  ; 
Jufl  enough  for  to  mew  that  his  blood  was  not  ichor, 
But  made  up,  like  Figg's,  of  the  common  red-liquor. 

IX. 

Again  they  both  rufh'd  with  as  equal  a  fire  on, 
Till  the  company  cry'd,  Hold,  enough  of  cold  iron, 
To  the  quarter-ftaff now,  lads,     So  firft  having  dram'd  it, 
They  took  to  their  wood,  and  i*  faith  never  ihamm'd  it. 
The  firft  bout  they  had  was  fo  fair,  and  fo  handfome, 
That  to  make  a  fair  bargain,  was  worth  a  king's  ranfom  ; 
And  Sutton  fuch  bangs  on  his  neighbour  imparted, 
Would  have  made  any  fibres  but  Figg's  to  have  fmarted. 

X. 

Then  after  that  bout  they  went  on  to  another  — 
But  the  matter  muft  end  on  fome  famion,  or  other ; 
So  Jove  told  the  Gods  he  had  made  a  decree, 
That  Figg  mould  hit  Sutton  a  flroke  on  the  knee. 
Though  Sutton  difabled  as  ibon  as  he  hit  him 
Would  {till  have  fought  on,  but  Jove  would  not  permit  hjm ; 
"*Twas  his  fate,  not  his  fault,  that  conftrain'd  him  to  yieki, 
And  thus  the  great  Figg  became  lord  of  the  field. 

A  LETTER 
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A  LETTER  FROM  CAMBRIDGE  TO  MASTER 
HENRY  ARCHER,  A  YOUNG  GEJ.TLEMA* 
AT  ETON  SCHOOL. 

BY   DR.  LITTLETON3. 

THOUGH  plagiiM  with  algebraic  lectures, 
And  agronomical  conjectures, 
\Vean'd  from  the  fweets  of  poetry 
To  fcraps  of  dry  philofophy, 
You  fee,  dear  Hal,  I've  found  a  time 
T'  exprefs  my  thoughts  to  you  in  rhyme. 
For  why,  my  friend,  fhould  diftant  parts, 
Or  time,  disjoin  united  hearts ; 
Since,  though  by  intervening  fpace 
Depriv'd  of  fpeaking  face  to  face, 
By  faithful  emiflXry  letter 
We  may  converfe  as  well,  or  better  ? 

a  Dr.  Edward  Littleton  was  educated  upon  the  Royal  foundation  at 
Eton  School,  from  whence  he  was  transplanted  to  King's  College, 
Cambridge,  in  the  year  1716.  After  four  years  reficlenee  at  the  Uni- 
vcrfity,  he  was  recalled  to  Eton  as  an  aliiftant  in  the  fchool,  where  he 
fo  greatly  acquired  the  refpcft  of  the  provoft  and  fellows,  thai  in  1727 
they  ele&ed  him  into  their  fociety,  and  presented  him  to  the  living  of 
Maple  Derham,  In  Oifordlhire.  On  June  the  9th,  1730,  he  was  ap 
pointed  chaplain  in  ordinary  to  their  Majeftiei,  and  in  the  fame  year 
took  his  Doftor  of  Laws  degree  at  Can&riJge.  He  died  of  a  fever  in 
the  year  1734,  ^  Tfas  buried  ia  bis  own  pariih  church  of  Maple 
Derham. 

6  And, 
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And,  not  to  ftretch  a  narrow  fancy, 
To  fhevv  what  pretty  things  I  can  lay, 
(As  Ibme  will  ilrain  at  iiaiilc, 
Firit  work  it  fine,  and  then  apply ; 
Add  Butler's  rhymes  to  Frior's  thoughts, 
And  choofe  to  iuimic  all  their  faults, 
By  head  and  flioulders  bring  ia  a  llick, 
To  flievv  their  knack  at  hudibraftic,) 
I'll  tell  you,  as  a  friend  and  «rony, 
JIow  here  I  fpcnd  rtjy  time,  and  money  $ 
For  time  and  money  go  together 
As  fure  as  weathercock  and  weather ; 
Atul  thrifty  guardians  ail  allow 
This  grave  reflection  to  be  truet 
That  whilll  we  pay  fo  dear 'fur  learning 
Thofe  weighty  truths  we've  no  concern  in, 
Tfce  fpark  U'ho  fquanders  time  away 
In  vain  purfuits,  arid  fruitlefs  play, 
Not  only  proves  an  arrant  blockhead, 
But,  what's  much  worfe,  is  out  of  pockeU 
Whether  my  conduct  bad,  or  good  is, 
Judge  from  the  nature  of  my  (ladies. 
No  more  rnajettic  Virgil's  hcr^iiLg, 
Nor  tow'ring  Milton's  loitier  i!irht^> 
Nor  courtly  Horace's  rebukes, 
Who  banters  vice  with  friendly  joke?, 
Nor  Congreve's  life,  nor  CcwkyY fire, 
Nor  all  the  beauties  that  con; 

To 
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To  place  the  greeneft  bays  upon 
Th*  immortal  brows  of  Addifon; 
Prior's  inimitable  eafe, 
Ncr  Pope's  harmonious  numbers  pleafc  ; 
How  can  poetic  flow'rs  abound, 
How  fpring  in  philofophic  ground  ? 
Homer  indeed  (if  I  would  flie\v  it) 
Was  both  philoibpher  and  poet, 
But  tedious  philofophic  chapters 
Quite  ftifle  my  poetic  raptures,   . 
And  I  to  Phoebus  bade  adieu 

I 

When  firft  I  took  my  leave  of  you. 

Now  algebra,  geometry, 

Arithmetic,  aftronomy, 

Optics,   chronology,   and  flatics, 

All  tirefome  points  of  mathematics ; 

With  twenty  harder  names  than  thefe, 

Diiturb  my  brains,  and  break  my  peace. 

All  feerning  inconfiftencies 

Are  nicely  folv'd  by  a'?,  and  b's ; 

Our  fehfes  are  difprov'd  by  prifms, 

Our  arguments  by  fyllogifms. 

If  I  mould  confidently  write 

This  ink  is  black,  this  paper  white, 

Or,  to  exprefs  myfelf  yet  fuller, 

Should  fay  that  black,  or  white's  a  colour  j 

They'd  contradict  it,  and  perplex  one 

With  motion,  light,  and  its  reflection, 

And 
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And  folve  th1  apparent  falfehood  by 
The  curious  texture  of  the  eye. 
Should  I  the  poker  want,  and  take  it, 
When't  looks  as  hot,  as  fire  can  make  it, 
And  burn  my  finger,  and  my  coat, 
They'd  flatly  tell  me,  'tis  not  hot ; 
The  fire,  fay  they,  has  in't,  'tis  true, 
The  povv'r  of  caufing  heat  in  you.; 
But  no  more  heat's  in  fire  that  heats  you, 
Than  there  is  pain  in  flick  that  beats  you. 

Thus  too  philofopher$  expound 
The  names  of  odour,  taite,  and  found ; 
The  ialts  and  juices  in  all  meat. 
Affe&  the  tongues  of  them  that  eat. 
And  by  fome  fecret  poignant  power 
Give  them  the  taile,  of  iueet,  and  lour. 
Carnations,  violets,  and  roies 
Caufe  a  fenfation  in  our  noies ; 
But  then  there's  none  of  us  can  tell 
The  things  themfelves  have  taite,  or  finell. 
So  when  melodious  Mafon  fings, 
Or  Gething  tunes  the  trembling  firings, 
Or  when  the  trumpet's  brilk  alarms 
Call  forth  the  cheerful  youth  to  arms, 
Convey'd  through  undulating  air 
The  mufic's  only  in  the  ear.   . 

We're  told  how  planets  roll  on  high, 
How  large  their  orbits,  and  how  nigh  ; 


I  hope 
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I  hope  in  little  time  to  know 
Whether  the  moon's  a  cheeie,  or  no  : 
Whether  the  man  in't,  as  ionic  tell  ye, 
With  beef  and  carrots  fills  his  belly ; 
Why  like  a  lunatic?  confin'd 
He  lives  at  diilance  from  mankind  ; 
When  he  at  one  good  hearty  ihake 
Might  whirl  his  prifon  off  his  back  ; 
Or  like  a  maggot  in  a  nut 
Full  bravely  eat  his  paflage  out. 
Who  knows  what!  vaft  diftoveries 
From  iuch  inquiries  might  arife  ? 
But  feuds,  and  tumults  in  the  nation 
Difturb  iuch  curious  fpecuhtion. 
Cambridge  from  furious  broils  of  tfote, 
Forefees  her  near- approaching  fate  ; 
Her  fureil  patrons  are  rernov'd, 
And  her  triuiuphant  foes  approv'd. 

No  more !   this  due  to  friendfliip  take, 
Not  idiy  writ  for  writing's  fake ; 
No  longer  qncftion  my  refpeft, 
Nor  call  this  fhort  delay  negleft; 
At  kafl  excule  it,  when  you  fee 
This  pledge  of  my  fincerity ; 
For  one  who  rhymes  to  make  you  eaiy, 
And  his  invention  Itrains  to  pleafe  you, 
To  Ihcw  his  fricndihip  cracks  his  brains, 
Sure  is  a  nflittl-uian  if  he  feigns* 

THE 


THE      INDOLENT. 

WHAT  felf-fufficiency  and  falfe  content 
Benumb  the  fenfes  of  the  indolent  I 
Dead  to  all  purpofes  of  good,  or  ill, 
Alive  alone  in  an  unaflive  will. 
His  only  vice  in  no  good  aftion  lies, 
And  his  fole  virtue  is  his  want  office* 
Bufinefs  he  deems  too  hard,  trifles  too  eafy, 
And  doing  nothing  finds  himfelf  too  bufy. 
Silence  he  cannot  bear,  noife  is  diffraction, 
Noife  kills  with  buftle,  filence  with  reflection  ; 
No  want  he  feels,  —  what  has  he  to  purfue  ? 
To  him  'tis  lefs  to  fuffer,  than  to  do. 

The  bufy  world's  a  fool,  the  learn*  d  a  fot, 
And  his  fole  hope  to  be  by  all  forgot  : 
Wealth  is  procur'd  with  toil,  and  kept  with  fear, 
Knowledge  by  labour  purchas'd  cofts  too  dear; 
Friendfliip's  a  clog,  and  family  a  jeft, 
A  wife  but  a  bad  bargain  at  the  belt  ; 
Honour  a  bubble,  fubject  to  a  breath, 
And  ail  engagements  vain  lince  null'd  by  death; 
Thus  all  the  wife  efleem,  he  can  defpiie, 
And  caring  not^  'tis  he  alone  is  wife  r 
Yet,  all  his  wifti  pofleffing,  finds  no  reft, 
And  only  lives  to  know,  he  never  can  be  bleft. 
You  VI.  X 


THE 
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THE   SONG   OF    SIMEON    PARAPHRASED. 

BY    MR.   MERRICK. 
»*  •  ^IS  enough—  the  hour  is  come. 

JL     Now  within  the  filent  tomb 
Let  this  mortal  frame  decay, 
Mingled  with  its  kindred  clay  ; 
Since  thy  mercies,  oft  of  old 
By  thy  chofen  feers  foretold, 
Faithful  now  and  fledfaft  prove, 
God  of  truth  and  God  of  love  ! 
Since  at  length  my  aged  eye 
Sees  the  day-fpring  from  on  high. 
Son  of  Righteoufnefs,  to  thce 
Lo  !  the  nations  bow  the  knee, 
And  the  realms  of  diflant  kings 
Own  the  healing  of  thy  wings. 
Thofe  whom  death  had  overfpread 
With  his  dark  and  dreary  made, 
Lift  their  eyes,  and  from  afar 
Hail  the  light  of  Jacob's  ilar; 
Waiting  till  the  promis'd  ray 
Turn  their  darknefs  into  day. 
See  the  beams  intenfely  flied 
Shine  o'er  Sion's  favoured  head* 
Never  may  they  hence  remove, 

God  of  truth  and  God  of  love  ! 

ON 


ON    THE.  INVENTION    OF   LETTERS. 

TELL  me  what  Genius  did  the  art  invent, 
The  lively  image  of  the  voice  to  paint  > 
Who  firft  the  fecret  how  to  colour  found, 
And  to  give  fhape  to  reafon,  wifely  found  ; 
With  bodies  how  to  cloath  ideas,  taught  ; 
And  how  to  draw  the  picture  of  a  thought  : 
Who  taught  the  hand  to  fpeak,  the  eye  to  h-nr 
A  fdent  language  roving  far  and  near  ; 
Whofe  foftefl  noife  outilrips  load  thunder's  found, 
And  fpreads  her  accents  through  the  world's  vail  round  ; 
A  voice  heard  by  the  deaf,  fpoke  by  the  dumb, 
Whofe  echo  reaches  long,  long  time  to  come  ; 
Which  dead  men  Ipeak  as  well  as  thole  alive  — 
Tell  me  what  Genius  did  this  art  contrive. 


THE      ANSWER. 

TH  E  noble  art  to  Cadmus  owes  its  rife 
Of  painting  words,  and  fpeaking  to  the  eyes  ; 
He  firll  in  wond'rous  magic  fetters  bound 
The  airy  voice,  and  ftopp'd  the  flying  found  ; 
The  various  figures,  by  his  pencil  wrought, 
Gave  colour,  form,  and  body  to  the  thought, 
X  a 


ON 


ON 
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TRUE  wit  is  like  the  brilliant  ftone 
Dug  from  the  Indian  mine ; 
Which  boafts  two  various  powers  in  one, 
To  cut  as  well  as  fhine. 

Genius,  like  that,  if  polifh'd  right, 

With  the  fame  gifts  abounds  ; 
Appears  at  once  both  keen  and  bright, 

And  fparkles  while  it  wounds. 

tfttfttttfttftftftttftftftttttttff 


ON      A      SPIDER. 

BY    DR.  LITTLETON. 

ARTIST,  who  underneath  my  table 
Thy  curious  texture  haft  difplay'd  ! 
Who,  if  we  may  believe  the  fable, 
Wert  once  a  lovely  blooming  maid  I 

Infidious,  reftlefs,  watchful  fpider, 
Fear  no  officious  damfel's  broom ; 

Extend  thy  'artful  fabric  wider, 

And  fpread  thy  banners  round  my  room. 


Swept 


[    3*5    1 

Swept  from  the  rich  man's  coftly  cieling, 
Thou'rt  welcome  to  my  homely  roof ; 

Here  may'ft  thou  find  a  peaceful  dwelling, 
And  undifturb'd  attend  thy  woof. 

Whilft  I  thy  wond'rous  fabric  ftare  at, 
And  think  on  haplefs  poet's  fate  ; 

Like  thee  confin'd  to  lonely  garret, 
And  rudely  banifh'd  rooms  of  ftate. 

And  as  from  out  thy  tortur'd  body 

Thou  draw'ft  thy  {lender  firing  with  pain ; 

So  does  he  labour,  like  a  noddy, 
To  fpin  materials  from  his  brain. 

He  for  fome  fluttering  tawdry  creature, 
That  fpreads  her  charms  before  his  eye ; 

And  that's  a  conqueft  little  better 
Than  thine  o'er  captive  butterfly. 

Thus  far  'tis  plain  we  both  agree, 

Perhaps  our  deaths  may  better  fliew  it ; 

'Tis  ten  to  one  but  penury- 
Ends  both  the  fpider  and  the  poet. 


THE 


[     5=6    ] 


\^**^\±>**LA*±i/^^ 


THE    PLAY-THING    CHANQED. 

KITTY's  charming  voice  and  face, 
Syren-like,  firil  caught  my  fancy ; 
Wit  and  humour  next  take  place, 
And  now  I  doat  on  fprightly  Nancy. 

Kitty  titnes  her  pipe  in  vain, 

With  airs  moil  languifliing  and  dying; 

Calls  me  falfe  ungrateful  iwain, 
And  tries  in  vain  to  moot  me  flying. 

Nancy  with  refifllefs  art, 

Always  humorous,  gny,  and  witty, 
Has  talk'd  herfelf  into  my  heart, 

And  quite  excluded  tuneful  Kitty. 

Ah,  Kitty !  Love,  a  wanton  boy, 

Now  pleas'd  with  fong,  ard  now  with  prattle, 
Still  longing  for  the  newefl  toy, 

Has  chang'jd  his  whittle  for  a  rattle. 


THE 


THE    FABLE   OF   JOTHAM:    TO   THE 
BOROUGH-HUNTERS. 

By  RICHARD  OWEN  CAMBRIDGE,  Efq; 

Jotham's  fable  of  the  trees  is  the  oldefl  that  is  extant^  and  as 
beautiful  as  any  which  bcwe  been  made  Juice  that  time. 

APDISON. 

JUDGES,  Chap.  ix.  ver.  8. 

OL  D  Plumb)  who,  though  blefl  in  his  KenttJJj  retreat, 
Still  thrives  by  his  oil-fliop  in  Lcadenball-fireet^ 
With  a  Portugal  merchant,  a  knight  by  creation, 
From  a  borough  in  Cornwall  received  invitation. 
Well-afTur'd  of  each  vote,  wellequipt  from  the  alley, 
In  queft  of  election-adventures  they  {ally. 
Though  much  they  difcours'd,  the  long  way  to  beguile, 
Of  the  earthquakes,  the  Jews,  and  the  change  of  the  ftyle, 
Of  the  Irifli,  the  flocks,  and  the  lott'ry  committee, 
They  came  filent  and  tir'd  into  Exeter  city. 

"  Some  books,  prithee  landlord,  to  pafs  a  dull  hour; 
*'  No  nonfenfe  of  parfons,  or  methodifls  four, 
"  No  poetical  fluff,  a  damn'd  jingle  of  rhymes, 
' '  But  fome  pamphlet  that's  new,  and  a  touch  on  the  times." 
X4  "OLord! 
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*'  O  Lord!  fays  mine  hoft,  you  may  hunt  the  town  round, 
* c  I  queftion  if  any  fuch  thing  can  be  found : 
"  I  never  was  afk'd  for  a  book  by  a  gueft; 
"  And  I  am  fure  1  have  all  the  great  folk  in  the  Weft. 
"  None  of  thefe,  to  my  knowledge,  e'er  call'd  for  a  book; 
"  But  fee,  Sir,  the  woman  with  fifh,  and  the  cook  : 
"  Here's  the  fatteft  of  carp ;  fhall  we  drefs  you  a  brace  ? 
"  Would  you  have  any  foals,  or  a  mullet,  or  place  r" 

**  A  place,   quoth  the  knight,  we  muft  have  to  be  fure, 
"  But  firft  let  us  fee  that  our  Borough  's  fecure  ; 
"  We'll  talk  of  the  place  when  we've  fettled  the  poll : 
**  They  may  drefs  us  for  fupper  the  mullet  and  foal. 
**  But  do  you,  my  good  landlord,  look  over  your  (helves, 
<c  For  a  book  we  muft  have,  we're  fo  tired  of  ourfelves." 

"  In  troth,  Sir,  I  ne'er  had  a  book  in  my  life, 
**  But  the  prayer-book  and  bible  I  bought  for  my  wife." 

"  Well !  the  bible  muft  do ;  but  why  don't  you  take  in 
*'  Some  monthly  collection,  the  new  magazine  ?" 

The  bible  was  brought,  and  laid  out  on  the  table, 
And  open'd  at  Jotbam's  moft  appofite  fable. 

Sir  Frecport  began  with  this  verfe,  though  no  rhyme— 
*'  The  trees  of  the  foreft  went  forth  on  a  time, 
(To  what  purpofe  our  candidates  fcarce  could  expect, 
For  it  was  not,  they  found,  to  tranfplant — but  ELECT) 
44  To  the  olive  and  fig-tree  their  deputies  came, 
4*  But  by  both  were  refus'd,  and  their  anfwer  the  fame  : 

"  Quoth 
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«  Quoth  the  olive,  Shall  1  leave  my  fatnefs  and  oil 

««  For  an  unthankful  office,  a  dignify 'd  toil  ? 

44  Shall  I  leave,  quoth  the  fig-tree,  myfweetnefs  and  fruit, 

44  To  be  envy'd  or  ilav'd  in  fo  vain  a  parfuit  ? 

44  Thus  rebuff 'd  and  furpriz'd  they  apply 'd  to  the  vine: 

4*  He  anfwer'd,  Shall  I  leave  my  grapes  andjny  wine, 

44  (Wine  the  fovereign  cordial  of  god  and  of  man) 

*'  To  be  made  or  the  tool  or  head  of  a  clan  ? 

44  At  laft,  as  it  always  falls  out  in  a  Icramble, 

44  The  mob  gave  the  cry  for  a  bramble  !  a  bramble ! 

44  A  bramble  for  ever  !  O  !  chance  unexpected  ! 

44  But  bramble  prevailed,  and  was  duly  elecled." 

44  O  !   ho  !  quoth  the  knight  with  a  look  mod  profound, 
44  Now  I  fee  there's  fome  good  in  good  books  to  be  found. 
44  I  wifli  I  had  read  this  fame  bible  before : 
4<  Of  long  miles  at  the  lead  'twould  have  fav'd  us  fourfcore. 
*4  You,  Plumb)  with  your  olives  and  oil  might  have  ftaid, 
44  And  myfelf  might  have  tarried  my  wines  to  unlade. 
44  What  have  merchants  to  do  from  their  bulinefs  to  ramble! 
44  Your  eleclioneer-errant  mould  dill  be  a  bramble." 

Thus  ended  at  once  the  wife  comment  on  Jotham^ 
And  our  citizens' jaunt  to  the  borough  of  Gotham* 


Atf 
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AN    ELEGY    WRITTEN    IN    AN    EMPTY 

As  S  F.  M  E  L  Y-ROO  M. 

BY  THE  SAME. 


..  i        ",..... -  Semper ~que  relintjui 

Salafbi ViRG. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

Tbh  pofm  being  a  parody  on  the  mrjl  remarkable  fafitgcs  in  the 
•axK-faewn  epljllc  of  Eloifa  to  Abelard,  //  ctw  thought  un- 
itfcfffary  to  tranfcribe  any  lines  from  that  poem^  which  is  in 
the  bands  of  all y  and  in  the  memory  ofmqft  readers. 

IN  fcenes  where  HALLET'S  a  genius  has  combin'd 
"With  BXOMWICH  to  amufe  and  cheer  the  mind ; 
Amid  this  pomp  of  coft,  this  pride  of  art, 
What  mean  thefc  forrows  in  a  female  heart  ? 

*  Hallct  and  Bromwch  were  two  eminent  upholfterers.  The  former 
purchafed  the  celebrated  feat  of  the  duke  of  Chandos  at  Cannons,  near 
Edgware,  on  the  fite  of  wlxich  he  built  himfelf  a  houfe  on  his  re 
tiring  from  bulinefs. 

Ye 
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Ye  crowded  walls,  whofe  well-enlighten'd  round 
With  lovers  lighs  and  pro  reflations  found ; 
Ye  pictures,  rlatter'd  by  the  learn'd  and  wife, 
Ye  glafies,   ogled  by  the  brighteft  eyes ; 
Ye  cards,  which  beauties  by  their  touch  have  bleft, 
Ye  chairs,  which  peers  and  miniflers  have  preft ; 
How  are  ye  chang'd  !   like  you  my  fate  I  moan ; 
Like  you,  alas !  neglected  and  alone — 
For  ah  !  to  me  alone  no  card  is  come, 
I  mu ft  not  go  abroad— and  cannot  Ic  at  borne. 

Bled  be  that  focial  pow'r,  the  fir II  who  pair'd 
The  erring  footman  with  th*  unerring  card  ! 
'Twas  VENUS  fure ;  for  by  their  faithful  aid 
The  whifp'ring  lover  meets  the  bluming  maid ; 
From  folitude  they  give  the  cheerful  call    - 
To  the  choice  flipper,  or  the  fprightly  ball : 
Speed  the  foft  fummons  of  the  gay  and  fair, 
From  diftant  Bloomfbury  to  Groiveiior's  fquare ; 
And  bring  the  colonel  to  the  tender  hour, 
From  the  parade,  the  fenate,  or  the  Tower  ! 

Ye  records,  patents  of  our  worth  and  pride ! 
Our  daily  leflbn,  and  our  nightly  guide  ! 
Where'er  ye  Hand,  difpos'd  in  proud  array, 
The  vapours  vanifh,  and  the  heart  is  gay ; 
But  when  no  cards  the  chimney-glals  adorn, 
The  difmal  void  with  heart-felt  (name  we  mourn ; 
.Confcious  neglect  infpires  a  fullen  gloom, 
And  brooding  ladnefs  fills  the  flighted  room. 
6 


If 
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If  but  fome  happier  female's  card  I've  feen, 
I  fwell  with  rage,   or  ficken  with  the  fpleen  ; 
While  artful  pride  conceals  the  burfling  tear, 
With  fome  forc'd  banter  or  affected  fneer  : 
But  now,  grown  defp'rate  and  beyond  all  hope, 
I  curfe  the  ball,  the  dutchefs,  and  the  pope. 
And,  as  the  loads  of  borrowed  plate  go  by, 
Tax  it  !  ye  greedy  minifters,  I  cry. 

How  mall  I  feel,  when  Sol  refigns  his  light 
To  this  proud  fplendid  goddefs  of  the  night  ! 
Then  when  her  aukward  guefls  in  meafure  beat 
The  crowded  floors,  which  groan  beneath  their  feet  ; 
What  thoughts  in  folitude  fhall  then  poflefs 
My  tortur'd  mind,  or  foften  my  diftrefe  ! 
Not  all  that  envious  malice  can  fuggeft 
Will  footh  the  tumults  of  my  raging  breaft. 
(For  envy's  loft  amid  the  numerous  train, 
And  hhTes  with  her  hundred  fnakes  in  vain) 
Though  with  contempt  each  defpicable  foul 
Singly  I  view,—  I  muft  revere  the  whole. 

The  Methodiil  in  her  peculiar  lot, 
The  world  forgetting,  by  the  world  forgot, 
Though  fingle  happy,  though  alone  is  proud, 
She  thinks  of  heav'n  (flie  thinks  not  of  a  crowd)  ; 
And  if  me  ever  feels  a  vap'rifh  qualm, 
Some  b  drop  ofbony^  or  fome  holy  balm, 


*  The  title  of  a  book  of  modern  devotion. 

The 
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The  pious  prophet  of  her  feft  diftils, 

And  her  pure  foul  feraphic  rapture  fills ; 

Grace  fhines  around  her  with  fereneft  beams, 

And  vvhifp'ririg  WHITE  FIELD  prompts  her  golden  dreams. 

Far  other  dreams  my  fenfual  foul  employ, 
While  confcious  nature  tafles  unholy  joy : 
I  view  the  traces  of  experienc'd  charms, 
And  clafp  the  regimentals  in  my  arms. 
To  dream  laft  night  I  clos'd  my  blubber'd  eyes ; 
Ye  foft  allufions,  dear  deceits,  arife  ; 
Alas !  no  more.    Methinks  I  wand'ring  go 
To  diftant  quarters  'midft  the  Highland  ihow  ; 
To  the  dark  inn  where  never  wax-light  burns, 
Where  in  fmoak'd  tap'ftry  faded  DIDO  mourns  5 
To  fome  aflembly  in  a  country  town, 

And  meet  the  colonel — in  a  parfon's  gown— 

I  ftart— I  fhriek— 

O  !  could  I  on  my  waking  brain  impofe, 

Or  but  forget  at  lealt  my  prefent  woes ! 

Forget  'em  !— how ! — each  rattling  coach  fuggefls 

The  loath'd  ideas  of  the  crowding  gueils. 

To  vifit — were  to  publifli  my  difgrace  ; 

To  meet  the  fpleen  in  every  other  place  ; 

To  join  old  maids  and  dowagers  forlorn  ; 

And  be  at  once  their  comfort  and  their  fcorn  ! 

For  once,  to  read  with  this  diftemper'd  brain, 

Ev'n  modern  novels  lend  their  aid  in  vain, 
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My  MANDOLIN::— -what  place  cr.n  mufic  find 
Amid  the  diicord  of  my  reiilefs  mind  ? 

How  (hall  1  waitc  this  time  which  ilowly  flies  ! 
How  lull  to  (lumber  my  reluctant  eyes  ! 
This  night  the  happy  and  th'  unhappy  keep 
Vigils  alik, — NORFOLK  has  murder* djlccp. 


The     F    A    K    E    E    R:      A    TALE. 

BY     THE     SAME. 

AFAKEER  (a  religious  well  known  in  the  Eaft, 
Not  much  like  a  parfon,  ft  ill  lefs  like  a  prietf) 
With  no  canting,  no  fly  jeftiitical  arts, 
Field-preaching,  hypocrify,  learning,  or  parts, 
By  a  happy  refinement  in  mortification, 
Grew  the  oracle,  faint,  and  the  pope  of  his  nation. 
But  what  did  he  do  this  elteem  to  acquire  ? 
Did  he  torture  his  head  or  his  bofom  with  fire  ? 
Was  his  neck  in  a  portable  pillory  cas'd  ? 
Did  he  faften  a  chain  to  his  leg  or  his  waift  ? 
No.     His  holinefs  rofe  to  his  ibvereign  pitch 
By  the  merit  of  running  long  nails  in  his  breech.' 

A  wealthy  young  Indian,  approaching  the  flirine, 
Thus  in  banter  accoils  the  prophetic  divine  : 
This  tribute  accept  for  your  int'rcft  with  FO, 
Whom  with  torture  you  ferve,  and  whole  will  you  muft 

know : 

To 
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To  your  fuppliant  difclofe  his  immortal  decree  ; 
Tell  me  which  of  the  heav'ns  is  allotted  for  ate. 

FAKEER. 
Let  me  firft  know  your  merits. 


I  iirive  to  be  juft  j 

To  be  true  to  my  friend,  to  my  wife,  to  my  truft  : 
In  religion  I  duly  obierve  every  form  : 
With  a  heart  to  my  country  devoted  and  warm  : 
I  give  to  the  poor,  and  I  lend  to  the  rich—  • 

FAKEER. 
But  how  many  nails  do  you  run  in  your  breech  ? 

INDIAN. 

With  fubmiffion  I  fpeak  to  your  rev'rence's  tail  ; 
But  mine  kas  no  tafte  for  a  tenpenny  nail. 

FAKEER. 

Well  !  I'll  pray  to  our  prophet,  and  get  you  preferr'd  j 
Though  no  farther  expert  than  to  heaven  the  third. 
With  me  in  the  thirtieth  your  feat  to  obtain, 
You  mull  qualify  duly  with  hunger  ajid  pain. 

INDIAN. 

With  you  in  the  thirtieth  !  you  impudent  rogue  ! 
Can  fuch  wretches  as  you  give  to  madnefs  a  vogue  ! 
Though  the  priefthood  of  FO  on  the  vulgar  impofe, 
By  fquinting  whole  years  at  the  end  of  their  nofe, 
Though  with  cruel  devices  of  mortification 
They  adore  a  vain  idol  of  modem  creation, 

Does 
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Does  the  God  of  the  heav'ns  fuch  a  fervice  direft  ? 
Can  his  mercy  approve  a  felf-pnniihing  feel  ? 
Will  his  wifdom  be  worfhip'd  with  chains  and  v/ith  nails  ? 
Cr  e'er  look  for  his  rites  in  your  nofes  and  tails  ? 
Come  along  to  my  houfe,  and  thefe  penances  leave, 
Give  your  belly  a  feaft,  and  your  breech  a  reprieve. 

This  reafoning  unhing'd  each  fanatical  notion ; 
And  ftagger'd  our  faint  in  his  chair  cf  promotion. 
At  length  with  reluctance  he  rofe  from  his  feat ; 
And  refigning  his  nails  and  his  fame  for  retreat, 
Two  weeks  his  new  life  he  admir'd  and  enjoy'd : 
The  third  he  with  plenty  and  quiet  was  cloy'd. 
To  live  undiflinguiuYd  to  him  was  the  pain, 
An  exiftence  unnotic'd  he  could  not  fuftain. 
In  retirement  he  iigh'd  for  the  fame-giving  chair, 
For  the  crowd  to  admire  him,   to  rev'rence  and  ftare  : 
No  endearments  of  pleafure  and  eafe  could  prevail ; 
He  the  faintfnip  refum'd,  and  new  larded  his  tail. 

Our  FAKEEB  reprefents  all  the  vot'ries  of  fame  ; 
Their  ideas,  their  means,  and  their  end  is  the  fame  : 
The  fportfman,  the  buck  ;  all  the  heroes  of  vice, 
With  their  gallantry,  lewdnefs,  the  bottle  and  dice; 
The  poets,  the  critics,  the  metaphyficians, 
The  courtier,  the  patriot,  all  politicians  ; 
The  ihtefman  begirt  with  th'  importunate  ring, 
(I  had  almoft  compleated  my  lift  with  the  king)  ; 
All  labour  alike  to  illuftrate  my  tale; 
Ail  tortur'd  by  choice  wilh  th'  invifible  nail. 

To 
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To    Mr.     W    H    I    T    E    H    E    A    D, 

On  his    being    made    POET  LAUREAT.      i;$7- 

BY   THE   SAME* 

"""I""*  I S  fo— though  we're  furpris'd  to  hear  k  : 

JL     The  laurel  is  beftow'd  on  merit. 
How  hufh'd  is  every  envious  voice ! 
Confounded  by  fo  jufl  a  choice, 
Though  by  prefcriptive  right  prepar'3 
To  libel  the  fejefted  bard. 

But  as  you  fee  the  ftatefman's  fate 
In  this  our  democratic  ftate, 
Whom  virtue  ftrives  in  vain  to  guard 
From  the  rude  pamphlet  and  the  card ; 
You'll  find  the  demagogues  of  Pindus 
In  envy  not  a  jot  behind  us : 
For  each  Aonian  politician 
(Whofe  element  is  oppofition), 
Will  mew  how  greatly  they  furpafs  us 
In  gall  and  wormwood  at  ParnalTus. 
Thus  as  the  fame  detracting  fpifit 
Attends  on  all  diflinguiih'd  merit, 

VOL.  VI.  Y  When 
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When  'tis  your  turn,  obferve,  the  quarrel 
Is  not  with  you,  but  with  the  laurel. 
Suppofe  that  laurel  on  your  brow, 
For  cyprefs  chang'd,  funereal  bough  ! 
See  all  things  take  a  drff'rent  turn ! 
The  very  critics  fweetly  mourn, 
And  leave  their  fatire's  poisonous  iting 
In  plaintive  elegies  to  fing  : 
With  folemn  threnody  and  dirge 
Conduct  you  to  Elyfmm's  verge. 
At  Weftminfter  the  furplic'd  dean 
The  lad  but  honourable  fcene 
Prepares.     The  well -attended  herfe 
Bears  you  amid  the  kings  of  verfe. 
Each  rite  obferv'd,  each  duty  paid, 
Your  fame  on  marble  is  difplay'd, 
With  fymbols  which  your  genius  fuit, 
The  malk,  the  bufkin,  and  the  flute ; 
The  laurel  crown  aloft  is  hung  j 
And  o'er  the  feulptur'd  lyre  unftrung 
Sad  allegoric  figures  leaning— 
(How  folks  will  gape  to  find  their  meaning!) 
And  a  long  epitaph  is  fpreac}, 
Which  hapjSy  You  will  never  read. 
But  hold— The  change  is  fo  inviting 
I  own,  I  tremble  while  I'm  writing. 


Yet, 
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Yet,  WHITEHEAD,  'tis  too  foon  to-lofe  yous 

Let  critics  flatter  or  abufe  you, 

O  !  teach  us,  ere  you  change  the  fcene 

To  Stygian  banks  from  Hippocreno, 

How  free-born  bards  fhould  ftrike  the  firings, 

And  how  a  Bikon  write  to  kings. 


VERSES    on    the  Profpe6t   of   planting   ARTS  and 
LEARNING    in    AMERICA. 

BY  Dr.  BERKELEY,  Bifhop  of  CLOYNE*. 


Mufe,  difgufted  at  an  age  and  clime, 
•*•     Barren  of  every  glorious  theme, 
In  diilant  lands  now  waits  a  better  time, 
Producing  fubjec~ts  worthy  fame : 

In  happy  climes,  where  from  the  genial  fun 

And  virgin  earth  fuch  fcenes  enfue, 
The  force  of  art  by  nature  feems  outdone, 

And  fancied  beauties  by  the  true  : 

a  Written  about  the  year  1718,  when  the  author  had  in  view  the 
fcheme  of  founding  a  college  at  Bermudas,  which  failed  of  fuccefs  in 
the  attempt. 

Y*  In 
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In  happy  climes,  the  feat  of  innocence, 
Where  nature  guides  and  virtue  rules, 

Where  men  mall  not  impofe  for  truth  and  fenfe 
The  pedantry  of  courts  and  fchools  : 

There  fhall  be  fung  another  golden  age, 

The  rife  of  empire  and  of  arts, 
The  good  and  great  infpiring  epic  rage, 

The  wifeft  heads,  andnoblefl  hearts. 

Not  fuch  as  Europe  breeds  in  her  decay  ; 

Such  as  me  bred  when  frelh  and  young, 
When  heav'nly  flame  did  animate  her  clay, 

By  future  poets  fhall  be  fung. 

Weftward  the  courfe  of  empire  takes  its  way  ; 

The  four  firit  acts  already  paft, 
A  fifth  fhall  clofe  the  drama  with  the  day  ; 

Time's  noblefl  offspring  is  the  laiL 


To 


To     Mr.     M    A    S    O    N. 
By  WILLIAM  WHITEHEAD,    Efq; 

I. 

BEL  I E  V  E  me,  MASON,  'tis  in  vain 
Thy  fortitude  the  torrent  braves ; 
Thou  too  muft  bear  thj  inglorious  chain ; 

The  world,  the  world  will  have  its  (laves. 
The  chofen  friend,  for  converfe  fweet, 
The  fmall,  yet  elegant  retreat, 
Are  peaceful  unambitious  views 

Which  early  fancy  loves  to  form, 
When,  aided  by  the  ingenuous  Mufe, 
She  turns  the  philofophic  page, 
And  fees  the  wife  of  every  age 
With  Nature's  dictates  warm. 

II. 
But  ah !  to  few  has  Fortune  given 

The  choice,  to  take  or  to  refufe ; 
To  fewer  (till  indulgent  Heaven 
Allots  the  very  will  to  chufe. 
And  why  are  varying  fchemes  preferr'd  ? 
Man  mixes  with  the  common  herd, 

Y3  By 
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By  cuftom  guided  to  purfue 

Or  wealth,  or  honors,  fame,  or  cafe ; 
What  others  vvifh  he  wtflies  too, 
Nor,  From  his  own  peculiar  choice, 
'Till  flrengthen'd  by  the  public  voice, 

His  very  pleafures  pleafe. 

HI. 
How  oft,  beneath  fome  hoary  fhade 

Where  Cam  glides  indolently  flow, 
Hafl  thou,  as  indolently  laid, 

Freferr'd  to  Heav'n  thy  favYite  vow  j 
u  Here,  here  for  ever  let  me  flay, 
**  Here  calmly  loiter  life  away, 
**  Nor  all  thofe  vain  connections  know 

"  Which  fetter  down  the  free-born  mind 
"  The  flave  of  intereft,  or  of  mew  ; 
"  Whilft  yon  gay  tenant  of  the  grove, 
"  The  happier  heir  of  Nature's  love, 

*'  Can  warble  unconfin'd." 

IV. 
Yet  fure,  my  friend,  th*  eternal  phi\ 

By  Truth  unerring  was  defign'd  j 
Inferior  parts  were  made  for  man, 

But  man  himlelf  for  all  mankind. 
Then  by  th*  apparent  judge  th'  unfeen  j 
Behold  ^ow  rolls  this  vafl  machine 


To 
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To  one  great  end,  howe'er  withftood, 

Directing  its  impartial  courfe, 
All  labour  for  the  general  good. 
Some  ftem  the  wave,  fome  till  the  foil, 
By  choice  the  bold,  thj  ambitious  toil, 

The  indolent  by  force. 

V. 
That  bird,  thy  fancy  frees  from  care, 

With  many  a  fear  unknown  to  thee, 
Muft  i  ove  to  glean  his  fcanty  fare 

From  field  to  field,,  from  tree  to  tree  i 
His  lot,  united  with  his  kind, 
Has  all  his  little  joys  confin'd; 
The  Lover's  and  the  Parent's  ties 

Alarm  by  turns  his  anxious  breaft ; 
Yet,  bound  by  fate,  by  inftinft  wife, 
He  hails  with  fongs  the  rifmg  morn, 
And  pleas 'd  at  evening's  cool  return 

He  lings  himfelf  to  reft. 

VI. 
And  tell  me,  has  not  Nature  made 

Some  Hated  void  for  thee  to  fill, 
Some  fpring,  fome  wheel,  which  afks  thy  aid 
To  move,  regardlefs  of  thy  will  ? 
Go  then,  go  feel  with  glad  furprife 
New  blifs  from  new  connections  rife  ; 


'Till, 
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'Till,  happier  in  thy  wider  fphere, 

Thou  quit  thy  darling  fchemes  of  cafe  ; 

Nay,  glowing  in  the  full  career 

Ev'n  wi(h  thy  virtuous  labours  more ; 

Nor  'till  the  toilfome  day  is  o'er 
Expe6t  the  night  of  peace. 


ODE.    To    INDEPENDENCY. 

By   Mr.    MASON. 

I. 

HERE,  on  my  native  fhore  reelin'd, 
While  Silence  rules  the  midnight  hour, 

I  woo  thee,,  GODDESS.     On  my  mufmg  mind 

Defcend,  propitious  Power  ! 
And  bid  thefe  n  ffling  gales  of  grief  fubfide  : 
Bid  my  calm'd  foul  with  all  thy  influence  fhine  ; 
As  yon  chafte  Orb  along  this  ample  tide 
Draws  the  long  luftre  of  her  filver  line, 
While  the  huuYd  breeze  its  laft  weak  whifper  blows*, 
And  lulls  old  HUMBER  to  his  deep  repofe. 

n. 

Come  to  thy  Vot'ry's  ardent  prayer, 
Jn  all  thy  graceful  plainnefs  dreft  ; 
No  knot  confines  thy  waving  hair, 
No  zone  thy  floating  veft. 

UufulHed 
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Unfullied  Honor  decks  thine  open  brow, 
And  Candor  brightens  in  thy  model!  eye : 
Thy  blufh  is  warm  Content's  setherial  glow, 
Thy  fmile  is  Peace ;  thy  ftep  is  Liberty  : 
Thou  fcatter'ft  bleffings  round  with  lavifli  hand, 
As  Spring  with  careleis  fragrance  fills  the  land. 
HI. 

As  now  o'er  this  ipne  beach  I  ftray  j 

Thy a  favVite  Swain  oft  ftole  along, 

And  artlefs  wove  his  Doric  lay, 

Far  from  the  bufy  throng. 

Thou  heard'ft  him,  Goddefs,  ftrike  the  tender  flriqg, 
And  bad'il  his  foul  with  bolder  paffions  move  : 
Strait  thefe  refponfive  ihores  forgot  to  ring 
With  Beauty's  praiie,  or  plaint  of  flighted  Love : 
To  loftier  flights  his  daring  Genius  rofe, 
And  led  the  war  'gainft  thine  and  Freedom's  foes. 
IV. 

Pointed  with  Satire's  keenefl  fteel, 

The  fliafts  of  Wit  he  darts  around  : 

Ev'n  b  mitred  Dulnefs  learns  to  feel, 

And  fhrinks  beneath  the  wound. 
Jn  awful  poverty  his  honeft  Mufe 
Walks  forth  vindictive  through  a  venal  land  : 
In  vain  Corruption  (beds  her*golden  dews, 
In  vain  Oppreffion  lifts  her  iron  hand  : 

a  Andrew  Marvell,  born  at  Kinjrftoii  upon  Hull  in  the  year  i6io. 
b  Parker,  biihop  of  Oxford. 

He 
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He  fcorns  them  both,  and,  arm'd  with  truth  alone, 
Bids  Lull  and  Folly  tremble  on  the  throne. 
V. 

Behold,  like  him,  immortal  Maid, 

The  Mules  veital  fires  I  bring: 

Here  at  thy  feet  the  fparks  I  fpread; 

Propitious  wave  thy  wing, 
And  fan  them  to  that  dazzling  blaze  of  Song, 
That  glares  tremendous  on  the  Sons  of  Pride. 
But,  hark,  methinks  I  hear  her  hallow'd  tongue  ! 
In  diftant  trills  it  echoes  o'er  the  tide ; 
Now  meets  mine  ear  with  warbles  wildly  free, 
As  fwells  the  lark's  meridian  ecilacy. 
VI. 

"  Fond  Youth  !  to  MAR v ELL'S  patriot  fame, 

•'  Thy  humble  brealt  muft  ne'er  afpire. 

"  Yet  nourim  flill  the  lambent  flame  ; 

"  Still  ftrike  thy  bhmeleis  lyre ; 
"  Led  by  the  moral  Mufe  fecurely  rove  ; 
**  And  all  the  vernal  fweets  thy  vacant  Youth 
*'  Can  cull  from  bufy  Fancy's  fairy  grove, 
'*  O  hang  their  foliage  round  the  fane  of  Truth : 
**  To  arts  like  thefe  devote  thy  tuneful  toil, 
*'  And  meet  its  fair  reward  in  D'ARCY'S  fmile." 


VII.  "  Tis 
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VII. 

44  'Tis  he,  my  Son,  alone  {hall  cheer 
"Thy  iick'ning  foul;  at  that  fad  hour, 
,  <4.Whea  o'er  a  much-lov'd  Parent's  bier 

44  Thy  duteous  Sorrows  fhovver  : 
"  At  that  fad  hour,  when  all  thy  hopes  decline  ; 
44  When  pining  Care  leads  on  her  paiiid  train, 
"  And  fees  thee,  like  the  weak  and  widow'd  Vine, 
44  Winding  thy  blalled  tendrjls  o'er  the  plain. 
"  At  that  iad  hour  fhall  D'Ancy  lend  his  aid, 
44  And  wile"  with  Friendfnip's  arm  thy  drooping  head. 

V.IL 

"  This  fragrant  wreath,  the  Mufcs  meed, 
44  That  blobm'd  ihofe  vocal  fliades  among, 
44  Where  never  FlattVy  dared  to  tread, 
4<  Or  Intert  it's  iervile  throng; 
44  Receive,  my  favoured  Son,  at  my  command, 
44  And  keep,  with  iacred  care,  for  D'Aacv's  brow 
44  Tel!  him,   tw'as  wove  by  my  immortal  hand, 
44  I  breath'd  on  every  flower  a  purer  glow ; 
44  Say,  for  thy  fake,  I  lend  the  gift  divine 
4^  To  him,  who  calls  thee  HIS,  yet  makes  thee  MINE." 


ODE. 
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ODE.      On    MELANCHOLY. 
To    a    FRIEND. 

BT     THE     SAME. 
I. 

AH  !  ceafe  this  kind  perfuafive  flrain, 
Which,  when  it  flows  from  friendlhip's  tongue, 

However  weak,  however  vain, 

O'erpowers  beyond  the  Siren's  fong : 

Leave  me,  my  friend,  indulgent  go, 

And  let  me  mufe  upon  my  woe. 

Why  lure  me  from  thefe  pale  retreats  ? 

Why  rob  me  of  thefe  penfive  fweets  ? 

Can  Muiic's  voice,  can  Beauty's  eye, 

Can  Painting's  glowing  hand,  fupply 

A  charm  fo  fuited  to  my  mind, 

As  blows  this  hollow  guft  of  wind, 

As  drops  this  little  weeping  rill 

Soft-tinkling  down  the  mois-grown  hill, 
Whilft  through  the  wefl,  where  links  the  crimfon  Day, 
Meek  Twilight  flowly  fails,  and  waves  her  banners  grey  ? 

II.  Say, 
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II. 

Say,  from  Affliction's  various  fource 
Do  none  but  turbid  waters  flow  ? 
And  cannot  Fancy  clear  their  courfe  ? 
For  Fancy  is  the  friend  of  Woe. 
Say,  'mid  that  grove,  in  love-lorn  flate, 
When  yon  poor  Ringdove  mourns  her  mate, 
9     Is  all,  that  meets  the  fhepherd's  ear, 
InfpirM  by  anguifli,  and  defpair  ? 
Ah  no,  fair  Fancy  rules  the  fong : 
She  fwells  her  throat  j  flie  guides  her  tongue ; 

She  bids  the  waving  Afpin  fpray 
Quiver  in  cadence  to  her  lay  ; 

She  bids  the  fringed  Oliers  bow, 

And  ruftle  round  the  lake  below, 
To  fuit  the  tenor  of  her  gurgling  fighs, 
And  footh  her  throbbing  breaft  with  folemn  fympathies. 
III. 

To  thee,  whofe  young  and  polimM  brow 

The  wrinkling  hand  of  Sorrow  fpares ; 

Whofe  cheeks,  beflrewM  with  rofes,  know 

No  channel  for  the  tide  of  tears  j 

To  thee  yon  Abbey,  dank  and  lone, 

Where  Ivy  chains  each  mould'ring  (lone 

That  nods  o'er  many  a  Martyr's  tomb, 

May  caft  a  formidable  gloom. 

Yet  fome  there  are,  who,  free  from  fear, 

Could  wander  through  the  cloyiters  drear, 

4  Could 
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Could  rove  each  defolated  Ifle, 

Though  midnight  thunders  Ihcok  the  pile  ; 

And  dauntlefs  view,  or  ieem  to  view, 

(As  faintly  flafh  the  lightnings  blue) 
Thin  fhiv'ring  Ghofts.  from  yawning  charnels  throng^ 
And  glance  with  filent  fweep  the  fliaggy  vaults  along* 
IV. 

But  fuch  terrific  charms  as  thefe, 

I  aik  not  yet :  My  fober  mind 

The  fainter  forms  of  Saclnefs  pleafe  j 

My  ierrows  are  of  fofter  kmd. 

Through  this  flill  valley  let  me  ftray, 

Wrapt  in  fome  flrain  of  penfive  GRAY  ;  ^  . 

Whofe  lofty  Genius  bears  along 

The  confcious  dignity  of  Song  ; 

And,  fcorning/rom  the'faered  flore 

To  waile  a  note  on  Pride,  or  Power, 

Roves,  when  the  glimmering  twilight  glooms, 

And  warbles  'mid  the  rudic  tombs  : 

He  too  perchance  (for  well  I  know, 

His  heart  would  melt  with  friendly  woe) 
He  too  perchance,  when  thefe  poor  limbs  are  laid, 
"Will  heave  one  tu&efal  fcgh,  aad  footh  my  hov'ring  fhade. 


O  D  E. 
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O  D  E. 

By    Mr.    G   R  A  Y. 

OHNANTA  2YNETOISI — 

PINDAR,  Olymp.  II. 

I.   i. 

AWAKE,  ^olian  lyre,  awake  % 
And  give  to  rapture  all  thy  trembling  ftringe. 
From  Helicon's  harmonious  fprings  k 
A  thoufand  rills  their  mazy  progrefs  take  ; 

^IMITATION. 
Awake  my  glory :  awake,  lute  and  harp. 

David's  Pfattxs, 
•    VARIATION. 
In  Mr,  Gray's  manufcript  it  originally  flood, 

Awake,  my  lyre  :  my  glory  wake.  M. 

*  The  fubjecT:  and  fimile,  as  ufual  with  Pindar,  are  united.  The  va 
rious  fources  of  poetry,  which  gives  life  and  luftre  to  all  it  touches,  are 
here .  defcribed ;  its  quiet  majeftic  progrefs  enriching  every  fubjcft 
(otherwife  dry  and  barren)  with  a  pomp  of  diftion  and  luxuriant  har 
mony  of  numbers  j  and  its  more  rapid  and  irrefiftible  courfe,  when 
fwoln  aud  hurried  away  by  the  conflict  of  tumultuous  paffioas.  G. 

The 
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The  laughing  flowers,  that  round  them  blow, 

Drink  life  and  fragrance  as  they  flow. 

Now  the  rich  ftream  of  muiic  winds  along 

Deep,  majeftic,  fmooth  and  urong, 

Through  verdant  vales,  and  Ceres'  golden  reign  : 

Now  rolling  down  the  deep  amain, 

Headlong,  impetuous,  fee  it  pour  : 

The  rocks  and  nodding  groves  rebellow  to  the  roar. 

I.    2. 

Oh  !   Sovereign  of  the  willing  foulc, 
Parent  of  fweet  and  folemn-breathing  airs, 
Enchanting  Ihell !  the  fullen  Cares, 
And  frantic  Paffions  hear  thy  foft  controul. 
On  Thracia's  hills  the  Lord  of  War 
Has.curb'd  the  fury  of  his  car, 
And  dropp'd  his  thirfly  lance  at  thy  command, 
a  Perching  on  the  fcepter'd  hand 

Of 

c  Power  of  harmony  t«  calm  the  turlulcat  failles  of  the  foul.  The 
thoughts  are  borrowed  from  the  firft  Pythian  of  Pindar.  G. 

d  This  defcription  of  the  Bird  of  Jupiter  Mr.  Gray,  in  his  own, 
edition,  modcftly  calls  "  a  weak  inv.tat'on  of  focne  incomparable  lines 
"  in  the  firft  Pythian  of  Pindar  ;"  but,  if  they  are  eompared  with  Mr* 
Gilbert  Weft's  tranfiation  of  the  above  lines  (though  far  from  a  bad 
one),  their  fuperior  energy  to  his  verlion  will  appear  very  confpicuovs. 

Perch'd  on  the  fceptre  of  th'  Olympian  king, 

The  thrilling  darts  of  harmony  he  feels; 
And  indolently  hangs  his  rapid  wing, 

While  gentle  fitep  his  clofing  eyelid  feals, 

And 


Of  Jove,  thy  magic  lulls  the  feather-  d  king 
With  ruffled  plumes,  and  flagging  wing  : 
Quench'  d  in  dark  clouds  of  Dumber  lie 
The  terror  of  his  beak,  and  lightnings  of  his  eye* 

i.  3. 

«  Thee  the  voice,  the  dance,  obey, 
Temper'd  to  thy  warbled  lay. 
O'er  Idalia's  velvet-green 
The  rofy-  crowned  Loves  are  feen 
On  Cytherea's  day, 

With  antic  Sports,  and  blue-eyed  Pleafures^ 
Frifking  light  in  frolic  meafures  ; 
Now  purfuing,  now  retreating^ 
Now  in  circling  troops  they  meet  : 
To  brifk  notes  in  cadence  beating 
f  Glance  their  many-twinkling  feet. 

Aftd  o'er  his  heaving  limbs  in  loofe  array 

To  every  balmy  gal*  the  ruffling  feathers  play. 

Here,  if  we  e\cept  the  fecond  line,  we  find  no  imagery  or  exprcflion 
•f  the  lyrical  caft.  The  reft  are  loaded  with  unneceffary  epithets,  and 
would  better  fuit  the  tamer  tones  of  elegy.  M. 

e  Power  of  harmony  to  produce  all  the  graces  of  motion  in  the 
body.  G. 

f    IMITATION. 


6. 


VOL,  VI, 


Slow 
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Slow  2  melting  firains  their  Queen's  approach  declare: 

Where'er  {he  turns  the  Graces  homage  pay. 

With  arms  fublime,  that  float  upon  the  air, 

In  gliding  ftate  me  wins  her  eafy  way  : 

O'er  her  warm  cheek,  and  rifing  bofom,  move 

k  The  bloom  of  young  Defire,  and  purple  light  of  Love* 

II.  i. 

*  Man's  feeble  race  what  Ills  await, 
Labour,  and  Penury,  the  racks  of  Pain, 
Difeafe,  and  Sorrow's  weeping  train, 
And  Death,  fad  refuge  from  the  ftorms  of  Fate  ! 

g  This  and  the  five  following  lines  which  follow  are  fweetly  intro 
duced  by  the  Ihort  and  unequal  meafures  that  precede  them  :  the  whole 
ftanza  is  indeed  a  mafterpiece  of  rhythm,  and  charms  the  ear  by  its 
well-varied  cadence,  as  much  as  the  imagery  which  it  contains  raviihes 
the  fancy.  "  There  is  (fays  our  author  in  one  of  his  manufcript  papers) 
ft  a  toute  enfemble  of  found,  as  well  as  of  fenfe,  in  poetical  compofition, 
«<  always  neceflary  to  its  perfection.  What  is  gone  before  ftill  dwells 
*'  upon  the  ear,  and  infenfibly  harmonizes  with  the  prefent  line,  as  in 
"  that  fucccflion  of  fleeting  notes  which  is  called  melody."  Nothing 
«  can  better  exemplify  the  truth  of  this  fine  obfcrvation  than  his  own 

poetry.  M. 

h  IMITATIOX. 


Phrynlebui  apud  Athtrutum. 

I  To  compenfate  the  real  and  imaginary  ills  of  life,  the  Mufe  was 
given  to  mankind  by  the  fame  Providence  that  fends  the  day  by  its 
ffh«*fful  prefencc  to  difpel  the  gloom  and  terrors  of  the  night.  G. 

The 
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The  fond  complaint,  my  Song,  difprove, 

And  juftify  the  laws  of  Jove. 

Say,  has  he  given  in  vain  the  heav'nly  Mufe  ? 

Night,  and  all  her  fickly  dews, 

Her  Spectres  wan,  and  Birds  of  boding  cry, 

He  gives  to  range  the  dreary  Iky : 

k  'Till  down  the  eaftern  cliffs  afar 

Hyperion's  march  they  fpy,  and  glitt'ring  fhafts  of  war. 

II.    2. 

1  In  climes  beyond  the  folar  road, 
Where  fhaggy  forms  o'er  ice-built  mountains  roam, 
The  Mufe  has  broke  the  twilight  gloom 
To  cheer  the  fhiv'ring  Native's  dull  abode. 
And  oft,  beneath  the  od'rous  fliade 
Of  Chili's  boundlefs  forefls  laid, 

k  IMITATION. 

Or  feen  the  morning's  -well-appointed  ftar, 
Come  marching  up  the  eaftern  hills  afar. 

Canuley. 

1  Extenfive  influence  of  poetic  genius  over  the  remoteft  and  moft  un. 
civilized  nations  :  its  connection  with  liberty,  and  the  virtues  that  na 
turally  attend  on  it.  (See  the  Erfe,  Norwegian,  and  Welch  Fragments, 
the  Lapland  and  American  Songs.)  G, 

IMITATION. 

Extra  anni  folifque  vias--  -  Virgih 

Tutta  lontana  dal  carmin  del  fole. 

Petrarch  Cannon  ii. 


Sh* 
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She  deigns  to  hear  the  favage  Youth  repeat, 

In  loofe  numbers  wildly  fweet, 

Their  feather-cinftured  Chiefs,  and  duiky  Loves. 

Her  track,  where'er  the  Gcddefs  roves, 

Glory  purfue,  and  generous  Shame, 

Th'  unconqiierable  Mind,-  and  Freedom's  holy  flame. 

ii.  3. 

n»  Woods,  that  wave  o'er  Delphi's  tfeep, 
Ifles,  that  crown  the  Egaean  deep, 
Fields,  that  cool  Illilius  laves, 
Or  where  Meander's  amber  waves 
In  lingering  Lab'rinths  creep, 
How  do  your  tuneful  Echo's  Icinguifh, 
Mute,  but  to  the  voice  of  Anguiih  ! 
Where  each  old  poetic  Mountain 
Infpiration  breath'd  around ; 
Every  fhade  and;hallow'd  Fountain 
Murmur'd  deep  a  folemn  found  : 
'Till  the  fad  Nine  in  Greece's  evil  hour 
Left  their  Parnaflus  for  the  Latian  plains. 
Alike  they  fcorn  the  pomp  of  tyrant-Power, 
And  coward  Vice,  that  revels  in  her  chains. 

m  Progrefs  of  poetry  from  Greece  to  Italy,  and  from  Italy  to  Eng 
land..  Chaucer  was  not  unacquainted  with  the  writings  of  Dante  or  of 
Petrarch.  The  Earl  of  Surrey  and  Sir  Thomas  Wyatt  had  travelled  in 
Italy,  and  formed  their  tafte  there ;  Spenfer  imitated  the  Italian 
writers  ;  Milton  improved  on  them  :  but  this  fchool  expired  foon  after 
the  Restoration,  and  a  new  one  arofe  on  the  French  model,  which  has 
fubfifted  ever  fince.  G. 

4  When 
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I 

When  Latiurri  had  her  lofty  fpirit  loft, 

They  fought,  oh  Albion  !  next  thy  lea-encircled  coaft. 

III.  i. 

B  Far  from  the  fun  and  fummer-gale, 
In  thy  green  lap  was  Nature's  Darling0  laid, 
What  time,  where  lucid  Avon  ftray'd, 
To  Him  the  mighty  mother  did  unveil 
Her  aweful  face  :  The  dnimtlefs  Child 
Stretch'd  forth  his  little  arms,  and  fmil'd. 
This  pencil  take  (me  faid)  whofe  colours  clear 
Richly  paint  the  vernal  year : 

n  An  ingenious  perfon,  who  fcnt  Mr.  Gray  his  remarks  anonymflbfly 
on  this  and  the  following  ode  foon  after  they  were  publilhed,  rji^es  this 
fianza  and  the  following  a  very  juft  and  well-expreffed  eulogy  :  "  A 
*'  poet  is  perhaps  never  more  conciliating  than  when  he  praifes  favou- 
"  rite  predecelTors  in  his  art.  Milton  is  not  more  the  pride  than  Shalc- 
"  fpeare  the  love  of  their  country:  it  is  therefore  equally  judicious  to 
"  diffufe  a  tendernefs  and  a  grace  through  the  praife  of  Shakfpeare,  as 
**  to  extol  in  a  ftrain  more  elevated  and  fonorous  the  boundlefs  foarings 
*<  of  Milton's  epic  imagination."  The  critic  has  here  well  noted  the 
beauty  of  contraft  which  refults  from  the  two  defcriptions  ;  yet  it  is 
further  to  be  obferved,  to  the  honor  of  our  poet's  judgment,  that  the 
tendernefs  and  grace  in  the  former  does  not  prevent  it  from  ftrongly 
characterizing  the  three  capital  perfections  of  Shakfpeare's  genius  ; 
and  when  he  defcribes  his  power  of  exciting  terror  (a  fpecies  of  the  fub-  • 
lime)  he  ceafes  to  be  diftufe,  and  becomes,  as  he  ought  to  be,  concife 
and  energetical.  M. 

0  Shakfpeare.  G. 

Z  ?  Thine 
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Thine  too  thefe  gelden  keys,  immortal  Boy ! 

This  can  unlock  the  gates  of  Joy ; 

Or  Horrour  that,  and  thrilling  Fears, 

Or  ope  the  facred  fource  of  fympathetic  Tears. 

III.  2. 

Nor  fecond  He  P,  that  rode  fublime 
Upon  the  feraph-wings  of  Extafy, 
The  fecrets  of  th'  Abyfs  to  fpy. 
i  He  pafs'd  the  flaming  bounds  of  Place  and  Time : 

*  The  living  Throne,  the  fapphire-blaze, 
Where  Angels  tremble  while  they  gaze, 
He  faw ;   but,  Halted  with  excefs  of  light, 

*  Clofed  his  eyes  in  endlefs  night. 

Behold, 
p  Milton.  G. 

4  IMIf  ATIOK. 

«—— Flammantia  moenia  mundi. 

Lucretius. 

r  IMITATION. 

For  the  fpirit  of  the  living  creature  was  in  the  wheels,  and  above  the 
firmament  that  was  over  their  heads,  was  the  likenefs  of  a  throne,  as 
the  appearance  of  a  fapphire-ftone — this  was  the  appearance  of  the 
glory  of  the  Lord.  Exekiel  i.  20.  26.  28. 

s   IMITATION; 
*Oj>&oXjuu;»  jwsv  ajAfgoV  &?oy  F  rjtiav  aoi&iv. 

Homer  Od.     G. 

This  has  been  condemned  as  a  falfe  thought,  and  more  worthy  of  an 
Italian  poet  than  of  Mr.  Gray.  Count  Algarotti,  we  have  found  in  his 
letter  to  Mr.  How,  praifes  it  highly  ;  but  as  he  was  an  Italian  critic, 

his 
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Behold,  where  Dryden's  lefs  prefumptuous  car 
Wide  o'er  the  fields  of  glory  bear 

Two 

his  judgment,  In  this  point,  will  not,  perhaps  by  many,  be  thought  to 
overbalance  the  objection.  The  truth  is,  that  this  fiction  of  the  caufe 
of  Milton's  blindnefs  is  not  beyond  the  bounds  of  poetical  credibility, 
any  more  than  the  fiction  which  precedes  it  concerning  the  birth  of 
Shakfpeare  ;  and  therefore  would  be  equally  admiflible,  had  it  not  the 
peculiar  misfortune  to  encounter  a  fact  too  well  known  :  on  this  ac 
count  the  judgment  revolts  againft  it.  Milton  himfelf  has  told  us,  in  a 
Itrain  of  heart-felt  exultation,  (fee  his  Sonnet  to  Cyriac  Skynner)  that 

he  loft  his  eye-fight, 

— — overply'd 

IN  LIBERTY'S  DEF ENCE,£/J noble  tafk  ; 
Whereof  all  Europe  rings  from  fide  to  fide  j 

And,  when  we  know  this  to  have  been  the  true  caufc,  we  cannot  ad 
mit  a  fictitious  one,  however  fublimely  conceived,  or  happily  exprefled. 
If  therefore  fo  lofty  and  unrivalled  a  description  will  not  atone  for  this 
acknowledged  defect,  in  relation  to  matter  of  fact,  all  that  the  impartial 
critic  can  do,  is  to  point  out  the  reafon,  and  to  apologize  for  the  poet, 
who  was  neceffitated  by  his  fubject  to  confider  Milton  only  in  his  poeti 
cal  capacity. 

Since  the  above  note  was  publifhed,  Mr.  Brand,  of  Eaft-Dearham,  in 
Norfolk,  has  favoured  me  with  a  letter,  in  which  he  informs  me  of  a 
very  limilar  hyperbole  extant  in  a  MS.  commentary  upon  Plato's  Phte- 
don,  written  by  Hermias,  a  chriftian  philofopher,  of  the  fecond  century, 
and  which  is  printed  in  Bayle's  Dictionary  (Art.  A«hilles.)  It  con 
tains  the  following  anecdote  of  Homer  : — "  That  keeping  fome  fheep 
**  near  the  tomb  of  Achilles,  he  obtained,  by  his  offerings  and  fuppli- 
"  cations,  a  %Kt  of  that  hero  j  who  appeared  to  him  furrounded  with 

Z  4  «  f« 
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Two  courfers  of  etherial  race, 

*  With  necks  in  thunder  cloath'd,  and  long-refounding  pace. 

'*  fo  much  glory  that  Homer  could  not  bear  the  fplendor  of  it,  and  that 
"  he  was  not  only  dazz4edp  but  blinded  by  the  fight."  The  ingenious 
gentleman  makes  no  doubt  but  Mr.  Gray  took  his  thought  from  thi$ 
paffage,  and  applauds  him  for  the  manner  in  which  he  has  improved 
Upon  it :  he  alfo  thinks  in  general  "  that  a  deviation  from  hifiorical 
f*  truth,  though  it  may  caft  a  {hade  over  the  middling  beauties  of 
"  poetry,  produces  no  bad  effect  where  the  magnificence  and  brilliancy 
«  of  the  images  entirely  fill  the  imagination  ;"  and  with  regard  to  thij 
paflage  in  prticular,  he  intimates,  ."  that  as  the  caufe  of  Milton's  blind- 
"  nefs  is  not  fo  well  known  as  the  thing  itfelf,  the  licence  of  poetical 
*<  invention  may  allow  him  to  affign  a  caufe  different  from  the  real 
"  faft."  However  this  may  be,  the  very  exact  refemblance,  which  the 
two  thoughts  bear  to  one  another,  will,  i  hope,  vindicate  Mr.  Gray's 
from  being  a  modern  concetto  in  the  taiie  of  the  Italian  fchool,  as  it 
has  been  deemed  to  be  by  fome  critics.  But  this  refemblancc  will  do 
jnore  (and  it  is  on  this  account  chiefly  that  I  produce,  and  thauk  the 
gentleman  for  communicating  it)  ;  it  will  prove  the  extreme  uncertainty 
of  deciding  upon  poetical  imitations;  for  I  am  fully  perfuaded  that 
Mr.  Gray  had  never  fren,  or  at  leaft  attended  to,  this  Greek  fragment. 
How  fcrupulous  he  was  in  borrowing  even  an  ep  thet  from  another  poet, 
many  of  his  notes  on  this  very  od«  fully  prove.  And  as  to  the  paflage 
in  qutftion,  he  would  certainly  have  cited  it,  for  the  fake  of  vindicatipg 
his  own  taRe  by  cUffical  authority,  efpccially  when  the  thought  had 
been  fo  much  controverted. 

t IMITATION. 

Ha^  thou  o'oathed  his  neck  w'th  thunder  ?  Jd» 

This  vevt  and  the  fore  •;    ng  are  m  ant  vo  exprcfs  the  lately  march 
and  founding  energy  of  JL?r)  den's  rhymes.  G. 

III.  3.  Hark, 


III.  3. 

Hark,  his  hinds  the  lyre  explore ! 
Bright -eyed  Fancy  hovering  o'er 
Scatters  from  her  picturd  urn 
u  Thoughts,  that  breathe,  and  words,  that  burn 
x  But  ah  .  'tis  heard  no  more— 
Oh  !  Lyre  divine,  what  daring  Spirit 
Wakes  thee  now  ?  though  he  inherit 
Nor  the  pride,  nor  ample  pinion, 
y  That  the  T  heban  Eagle  bear 
Sailing  with  fupreme  dominion 
Through  the  azure  deep  of  air  : 

« IMITATION. 
Words  that  weep,  and  tears  that  fpeak.  Cmvlty. 

x  We  have  had  in  our  language  no  other  odes  of  the  fublime  kind 
than  that  of  Dryden  on  St.  Cecilia's  day:  for  Cowley  (who  had  his 
merit)  yet  wanted  judgment,  fly le,  and  harmony  for  fuch  a  tafk.  That 
of  Pope  is  not  worthy  of  fo  great  a  man.  Mr.  Mafon  indeed  of  late 
days  has  touched  the  true  chords,  and  with  a  mafterly  handy  in  fomc 
of  his  chorufes — above  all  in  the  laft  of  Caraftacus. 

Hark  !  heard  ye  not  yon  footftep  dread  !  G. 

}'  A;^  wcof  sfvjx*  Stav.  Qlymp.  ii. 

Pindar  compares  himfelf  to  that  bird,  and  his  enemies  to  ravens, 
that  croak  and  clamour  in  vain,  while  it  purfues  its  flight,  regardlefs  of 
•heir  noife.  G. 


Yet 
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Yet  oft  before  his  infant  eyes  would  run 

Such  forms,  as  glitter  in  the  Mufe's  ray 

With  orient  hues,  unborrow'd  of  the  Sun : 

Yet  fhall  he  mount,  and  keep  his  diflant  way 

Beyond  the  limits  of  a  vulgar  fate, 

Beneath  the  Good  how  far, — but  far  above  the  Great. 


ODE. 
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ODE. 

BY    THE    SAME. 

The following  Ode  is  founded  on  a  tradition  current  in  Wales, 
that  EDWARD  the  Firjl,  <when  he  compleated  the  conqucft  of 
that  country ,  ordered  all  the  Bards,  that  fell  into  his  bands ,  t9 
le  put  to  death. 

I.    I. 

*  *  T?  UIN  feize  thee>  nithlefs  Kins ! 

JLX.  Confuiion  on  thy  banners  wait, 
c  Though  fann'd  by  Conqueft's  crimfon  wing 

*  fc  They  mock  the  air  with  idle  flate. 

< 

a  On  this  noble  exordium  the  anonymous  critic,  before-mentioned^ 
thus  eloquently  exprefles  his  admiration  :  "  This  abrupt  execration 
"  plunges  the  reader  into  that  fudden  fearful  perplexity  which  is  de- 
*'  (igned  to  predominate  through  the  whole.  The  irrefiftlble  violence 
"  of  the  prophet's  paflions  bears  him  away,  who,  as  he  is  unprepared 
'*  by  a  formal  ufhering  in  of  the  fpeaker,  is  unfortified  againft  the  im- 
"  prefiions  of  his  poetical  phrenzy,  and  overpowered  by  them,  as  fudden 
«  thunders  ftrike  the  deepeft."  All  readers  of  tafte,  I  fancy,  have  felt 
this  effeft  from  the  paflage ;  they  will  be  well  pleafed  however  to  fee 
their  own  feelings  fo  well  exprefled  as  they  are  in  this  note. 

b IMITATION. 
Mocking  the  air  with  colours  idly  fpread. 

Sbakff  tare's  King  John. 

2  «  Helm, 


4  Helm,  nor  Hauberk's  e  twifled  mail, 
*'  Nor  even  thy  virtues,  Tyrant,  mall  avail 

*  To  fave  thy  fecret  foul  from  nightly  fears, 

*  From  Cambria's  curfe,  from  Cambria's  tears  !* 

*  Such  were  the  founds,  that  o'er  the  crefled  pride 
Of  the  firft  Edward  fcatter'd  wild  difmay, 

As  down  the  fteep  of  Snowdon's  e  fhaggy  iide 
He  wound  with  toilfome  march  his  long  array. 
Stout  Glofter f  flood  aghafl  in  fpeechlefs  trance : 
To  arms !  cried  Mortimer  s,  and  couch'd  his  quiv'ring 
lance. 

«  The  hauberk  was  a  texture  of  ftcel  ringlets  or  rings  interwove*., 
Conning  a  coat  of  mail,  that  fate  clofe  to  the  bqdy,  and  adapted  itfelf  f» 
every  motion.  G. 

d  IMITATION. 

The  crefied  adder's  pride. 

Drydtn't  Indian  S^ueen. 

€  Snowdon  was  a  name  given  to  that  mountainous  trait,  which  the 
Welch  themfelves  call  Graigian~eryn :  it  included  all  the  highlands  of 
Caernarvon  {hi  re  and  Merionethlhire  as  far  eaft  as  the  river  Con  way. 
R,  Hygden,  fpeaking  of  the  Caftle  of  Conway,  built  by  king  Edward 
the  firft,  fays,  "  Ad  ortum  arnnis  Conway  ad  clivum  mentis  Ercry ;" 
and  Matthew  of  Weftminfter  (ad  ann.  1283)  "  Apud  Abcrconway  ad 
**  pedes  mentis  Snowdoniae  fecit  erigi  cafirum  forte."  G. 

f  Gilbert  de  Clare,  furnamed  the  Red,  Earl  of  Glouceftcr  and  Hert 
ford,  fon-in-iaw  to  King  Edward.  G. 

g  Edmond  de  Mortimer,  Lord  of  Wigmore. 

They  both  were  Lords  Marchers,  whofe  lands  lay  on  the  borders  of 
Wales,  and  probably  accompanied  the  king  in  this  expedition.  G. 

L  2.  On 
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I.   a. 

On  a  rock,  vvhofe  haughty  brow 
Frowns  o'er  old  Conway's  foaming  flood, 
Robed  in  the  fable  garb  of  woe, 
With  haggard  eyes  the  Poet  flood ; 
k  (Loofe  his  beard,  and  hoary  hair 
Stream'd,  like  a  meteor,  to  the  troubled  air) 
And  with  a  Mailer's  hand,  and  Prophet's  fire, 
Struck  the  deep  forrows  of  his  lyre. 

*  Hark,  how  each  giant -oak,  and  defart  eave, ' 
'  Sighs  to  the  torrent's  aweful  voice  beneath ! 

*  O'er  thee,  oh  King !  their  hundred  arms  they  wave, 

*  Revenge  on  thee  in  hoarfer  numbers  breathe ; 

*  Vocal  no  more,  fince  Cambria's  fatal  day, 

*  To  high-born  Hoel's  harp,  or  foft  Llewellyn's  lay. 

h  The  image  was  taken  from  a  well-known  picture  of  Raphael,  repro 
fencing  the  Supreme  Being  in  the  vifion  of  Ezekiel :  there  are  two  of 
thcfe  paintings,  both  believed  to  be  originals,  one  at  Florence,  the  other 
in  the  Duke  of  Orleans's  collection  at  Paris.  .,  G. 

Mr.  Gray  never  faw  the  large  Cartoon,  done  by  the  fame  dirine 
hand,  in  the  poffeflion  of  the  Duke  of  Montagu,  at  his  feat  atBoughton 
in  Northamptonlhire,  elfc'I  am  pcrfuaded  he  would  have  mentioned  h 
in  his  note.  The  two  finifhed  pictures  abroad  (which  I  believe  are 
clofet-pieces)  can  hardly  hive  fo  much  fpirit  in  them  as  this  wonderful 
drawing  ;  it  gave  me  the  fublimeft  idea  I  ever  received  from  painting* 
Mofes  breaking  the  tables  of  the  law,  by  Parmegiano,  was  a  figure 
which  Mr.  Gray  ufcd  to  fay  came  ilill  nearer  to  his  meaning  than  the 
»i£turc  of  Raphael,  M. 

I.  3.  «  Cold 


I.    3. 

'  Cold  is  Cadwallo's  tongue, 

*  That  hunYd  the  ftormy  main : 

*  Brave  Urien  fleeps  upon  his  craggy  bed : 

*  Mountains,  ye  mourn  in  vain 

*  Modred,  whofe  magic  fong 

*  Made  huge  Plinlimmon  bow  his  cloud-topp'd  head. 
* »  On  dreary  Arvon's  coaft  they  lie, 

*  Smear'd  with  gore,  and  ghaftly  pale : 

*  Far,  far  aloof  th*  affrighted  ravens  fail  ; 

*  *  The  famifh'd  Eagle  fcreams,  and  pafles  by. 
'  Dear  loft  companions  of  my  tuneful  art, 

*  i  Dear,  as  the  light,  that  vifits  thefe  fad  eyes, 

*  Dear,  as  the  ruddy  drops  that  warm  my  heart, 
4  Ye  died  amidft  your  dying  country's  cries— 

» The  (bores  of  Caernarvonfhire,  oppofite  to  the  Ifie  of  An- 
jlefey.  G. 

kCamdenand  others  obferve,  that  eagles  ufed  annually  to  build  their 
aerie  among  the  rocks  of  Snowdon,  which  have  from  thence  (as  fome 
think)  been  named  by  the  Welch  Cralgian-eryriy  or  the  crags  of  the 
eagles.  At  this  day  (I  am  told)  the  higheft  point  of  Snowdon  is  called 
tbt  cade's  nejlt  That  bird  is  certainly  no  ftranger  to  this  illand,  as  the 
Scots,  and  the  people  of  Cumberland,  Wcftmoreland,  &c.  can  teftify : 
jt  even  has  built  its  ncft  in  the  Peak  of  Derby(Jiire.  (See  Willoughby's 
Ornithol.  publifiied  by  Ray).  G. 

IMITATION. 

As  dear  tp  me  as  the  ruddy  drops 
That  vifit  my  fad  heart. 

Shakfp.  Julius  C<rfar.    G. 

*  No 
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*  ™  ]\Jo  more  I  weep.    They  do  not  fleep. 

*  On  yonder  cliffs,  a  griefly  band, 

*  I  fee  them  fit,  they  linger  yet, 
4  Avengers  of  their  native  land : 

*  With  me  in  dreadful  harmony  they  join, 

*  And  weave  with  bloody  hands  the  tifiue  of  thy  line* 

II.  i. 

"  n  Weave  the  warp,  and  weave  the  woof, 
**  The  winding-fheet  of  Edward's  race, 
"  Give  ample  room,  and  verge  enough, 
"  The  characters  of  hell  to  trace. 

m  Here,  fays  the  anonymous  Critic,  a  vifion  of  triumphant  revenge 
is  judicioufly  made  to  enfue,  after  the  pathetic  lamentation  which  pre 
cedes  it.  Breaks double  rhymes  an  appropriated  cadence——* 

and  an  exalted  ferocity  of  language,  forcibly  picture  to  us  the  uncon- 
troulable  tumultuous  workings  of  the  prophet's  (Simulated  bofom.      M. 

n  Can  there  be  an  image  more  juft,  appofite,  and  nobly  imagined 
than  this  tremendous  tragical  winding-iheet  ?  In  the  reft  of  this  Itanza 
thewildnefs  of  thought,  expreflion,  and  cadence,  are  admirably  adapted 
to  the  character  and  fituation  of  the  fpeaker,  and  of  the  bloody  fpeftres 
his  affiftants.  It  is  not  indeed  peculiar  to  it  alone,  but  a  beauty  that 
runs  throughout  the  whole  composition,  that  the  hiftorical  events  are 
briefly  fketched  out  by  a  few  ftriking  circumftances,  in  which  the  poet's 
office  of  rather  exciting  and  directing,  than  fatisfying  the  reader's 
imagination,  is  perfectly  obferved.  Such  abrupt  hints,  refembling  the 
fevcral  fragments  of  a  vail  ruin,  fuller  not  the  mind  to  be  raifed  to  the 
utmoft  pitch,  by  one  image  of  horror,  but  that  inftantaneoufly  a  fecond 
and  a  third  are  prefented  to  it,  and  the  affeftion  is  ftill  uniformly  fnp- 
ported.  Anon,  Critic.  M. 

"  Mark 


"  Mark  the  year,  and  mark  the  night, 

**  c  When  Severn  fhall  re-echo  with  affright 

"  The  flirieks  of  death,  through  Berkley's  roofs  that  ring, 

"  Shrieks  of  an  agonizing  King  ! 

*'p  She-Wolf  of  France,  with  unrelenting  fangs, 

"  That  tear'ft  the  bowels  of  thy  mangled  Mate, 

*'  ^From  thee  be  born,  who  o'er  thy  country  hangs 

"  The  fcourge  of  Heav'n.    What  Terrors  round  him  wait  H 

"  Amazement  in  his  van,  with  Flight  combined, 

"  And  Sorrow's  faded  form,  and  Solitude  behind. 

II.    2. 

*'  Mighty  Vi&or,  mighty  Lord, 
"  r  Low  on  his  funeral  couch  he  lies ! 
"  No  pitying  heart,  no  eye  afford 
?'  A  tear  to  grace  his  obfequies. 
"  » Is  the  fable  Warriour  fied  ? 
"  Thy  fon  is  gone.     He  refts  among  the  Dead. 
"  The  fwarm,  that  in  thy  noon-tide  beam  were  born, 
* '  Gone  to  falute  the  rifmg  Morn. 

0  Edward  the  Second,  cruelly  butchered  in  Berkley-Caftle.  G. 
P  Ifabel  of  France,  Edward  the  Second's  adulterous  Queen.  G. 
^  Triumphs  of  Edward  the  Third  in  France.  G. 

r  Death  of  that  king,  abandoned  by  his  children,  and  even  robbed  i* 
his  laft  moments  by  his  courtiers  and  his  miftrefs.  G. 

*  Edward,  the  Black  Prince,  dead  fome  tinae  befere  his  fathejr.    G, 

"Fair 
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"  t  Fair  laughs  the  Morn,  and  foft  the  Zephyr  blows, 

"  While  proudly  riding  o'er  the  azure  realm 

"  In  gallant  trim  the  gilded  VefTel  goes  ; 

"  Youth  on  the  prow,  andPleafure  at  the  helm ; 

"  Regardlefs  of  the  fweeping  Whirlwind's  fway, 

* '  That,  hufli'd  in  grim  repofe,  expe&s  his  evening-prey. 


t  Magnificence  of  Richard  the  Second's  rciga.  See  Froiflart  and 
other  contemporary  writers.  It  is  always  entertaining,  and  fometimcs 
ufcful,  to  be  informed  how  a  writer  frequently  improves  on  his  original 
thoughts;  on  this  account  I  have  occafionally  fet  down  the  few  varia 
tions  which  Mr.  Gray  made  in  his  lyrical  compofitions.  The  fix  lines 
before  us  convey,  perhaps,  the  moft  beautiful  piece  of  imagery  in  the 
whole  Ode,  and  were  a  wonderful  improvement  on  thofe  which  he  firrk 
wrote;  which,  though  they  would  appear  fine  in  an  inferior  poet,  are 
infinitely  below  thofe  which  fupplanted  them.  I  find  them  in  one  ef 
his  corre&cd  manufcripts  as  follow : 

VARIATION. 

Mirrors  of  Saxon  truth  and  loyalty, 

Your  helplefs  old  expiring  Mafter  view! 

They  hear  not :   fcarce  Religion  dares  fupply 

Her  mutter'd  Requiems,  and  her  holy  dew. 

Yet  thou,  proud  boy,  from  Pomfret's  walh  fhalliend 

A  figh,  and  envy  oft  thy  happy  grandfirc's  end.        M. 


.  VI.  A  a  II.  3, 
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II.   3. 

"  n  Fill  high  the  fparkling  bowl, 
**  The  rich  repalt  prepare, 
"  Reft  of  a  crown,  he  yet  may  {hare  the  feaft: 
"  Cloie  by  the  regal  chair 
"  Fell  Thirft  and  Famine  fcowl 
"  A  baleful  fmile  upon  their  baffled  Gueft. 

u  Richard  the  Second  (as  we  are  told  by  Archbifhop  Scroop,  Thomas 
of  Walfingham,  and  all  the  older  Writers)  was  itarved  to  deaih.  The 
ftory  of  his  aflaffination,  by  Sir  Piers  of  Exon,  is  of  much  later 
date.  G. 

This  ftanza  (as  an  ingenious  friend  remarks)  has  exceeding  merit. 
It  breathes' in  a  Icffer  compafs,  what  the  Ode  breathes  at  large,  the 
high  fpirit  of  lyric  Enthufiafm.  The  Tranfuions  are  fudden,  and  im 
petuous;  the  language  full  of  fire  and  force;  and  the  Imagery  car- 
jried,  without  impropriety,  to  the  moll  daring  height.  The  manner 
of  Richard's  death  by  famine  exhibits  fuch  beauties  of  Peifonifkation, 
as  only  the  richeft  and  moft  vivid  imagination  could  fupply.  From 
thence  we  are  hurried,  with  the  wildeft  rapidity,  into  the  midft  of 
battle ;  and  the  epithet  kindred  places  at  once  before  our  «yes  all  the 
peculiar  horrors  of  civil  war.  Immediately,  by  a  tranfition  moil 
{hiking  and  unexpdkd,  the  Poet  falls  into  a  tender  and  pathetic  ad- 
drefs;  which,  from  the  fentiments  and  alfo  from  the  numbers,  has  all 
the  melancholy  flow,  and  breathes  all  the  plaintive  foftnefs,  of  Elegy. 
Again  the  Scene  changes ;  again  the  Bard  riles  into  an  allegorical 
defcription  of  Carnage,  to  which  the  metre  is  admirably  adapted  : 
»nd  the  concluding  fentence  of  perfonal  punMhmev.t  on  Edward  is 
denounced  with  a  folemnitj,  that  chills  and  tevnries.  M. 

"  Hear 
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**  *  Hear  ye  the  din  of  battle  bray, 

*'  Lance  to  lance,  and  horfe  to  horfe  ? 

"  Long  years  of  havoc  urge  their  deftin'd  courfe, 

*'  And  through  the  kindred  fquadrons  mow  their  way, 

"  y  Ye  Towers  of  Julius,  London's  lafting  fliame, 

"  With  many  a  foul  and  midnight  murther  fed, 

<;  z  Revere  his  Confort's  faith,  his  Father's  a  fame, 

"  And  fpare  the  meek  Ufurper's  h  holy  head.  ' 

"  Above,  below,  the  rofe c  of  fnow, 

"  Twined  with  her  blufhing  foe,  we  fpread: 

<l  d  The  briftled  Boar  in  infant-gore 

*'  Wallows  beneath  the  thorny  ihade. 

*'  Now  Brothers,  bending  o'er  th*  accurfed  loom, 

"  Stamp  we  our  vengeance  deep,  and  ratify  his  doom. 

x  Ruinous  civil  wars  of  York  and  Lancafler.       G. 

y  Henry  the  VI.  George  Duke  of  Clarence,  Edward  the  Fifth, 
Richard  Duke  of  York,  5cc.  believed  to  be  murdered  fecretly  in  the 
Tower  of  London.  The  oldeft  part  of  that  itruclure  is  vulgarly  attri 
buted  to  Julius  Caefar.  G. 

z  Margaret  of  Anjou,  a  woman  of  heroick  fpirit,  who  fttuggkd  hard 
to  fave  her  huiband  and  her  crown.  G. 

*  Henry  the  Fifth.      G. 

b  Henry  the  Sixth  very  near  being  canonized.  The  line  of  Lan- 
cafter  had  no  right  of  inheritance  to  the  crown.  G. 

c   The  white  and  red  rofes,  devices  of  York  and  lane  after.     G. 
d  The  (ilver  boar  was  the  badge  of  Richard  the  Th  rt!  ;  whence  he 
was  uiually  known  in  his  own  time  by  the  name  of  the  Boar.      G. 

A  a  2  HI.  i. 
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III.    i. 

t(  Edward,  lo  !  to  hidden  fate 
"  (Weave  we  the  woof.    The  thread  is  fpun) 
**  e  Half  of  thy  heart  we  coniecrate. 
"  (The  web  is  wove.    The  work  is  done.") 

*  Stay,  oh  flay !  nor  thus  forlorn 

*  Leave  me  unbleiTed,  unpitied,  here  to  mourn  : 

*  In  yon  bright  track,  that  fires  the  weftern  Ikies, 

*  They  melt,  they  vanifli  from  my  eyes. 

*  But  oh !   what  iolemn  fcenes  on  Snowdon's  height 
c  Defcending  flow  their  glitt'ring  Ikirts  unroll  ? 

c  Vifions  of  glory,  fpare  my  aching  fight, 

*  Ye  unborn  ages,  crowd  not  on  my  foul  : 

' f  No  more  our  long-loft  Arthur  we  bewail, 

*  All-hail  ?,  ye  genuine  Kings,  Britannia's  Iflue,  hail ! 

c  Eleanor  of  Caftile  died  a  few  years  after  the  eonqueft  of  Wales* 
The  heroic  proof  fhe  gave  of  her  affe&ion  to  her  Lord  is  well  known. 
The  monuments  of  his  regret,  and  forrow  for  the  lofs  of  her,  are  itiji 
to  be  feen  in  feveral  parts  of  England  G. 

f  VARIATION. 

From  Cambria's  thoufand  hills  a  thoufand  (trains 
Triumphant  tell  aloud,  another  Arthur  reigns. 

It  was  the  common  belief  of  the  Welch  nation,  that  King  Arthur 
•was  ftill  alive  in  Fairy  land,  and  /hould  return  again  to  reign  over 
Britain.  G, 

8  Both  Merlin  and  Talieffin  had  prophefied  that  the  Welch  fliouli 
regain  their  fovereignty  over  this  ifland  j  which  fcemed  to  be  ac- 
compliihed  in  the  Houfe  of  Tudor.  G. 

Ill,  2. 
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III.      2. 

'  h  Girt  with  many  a  Baron  bold, 

*  Sublime  their  (tarry  fronts  they  rear ; 

*  And  gorgeous  Dames,  and  Statesmen  old 

*  In  bearded  majefty,  appear. 
'  In  the  midft  a  form  divine  ! 

*  Her  eye  proclaims  her  of  the  Briton-line ; 

4  i  Her  lyon-port,  her  awe-commanding  face, 

*  Attemper'd  fweet  to  virgin-grace. 

4  What  firings  fymphonious  tremble  in  the  air  I 
4  What  drains  of  vocal  tranfport  round  her  play ! 
4  Hear  from  the  grave,  great  Talieffin  k,  hear : 
4  They  breathe  a  foul  to  animate  thy  clay. 
4  Bright  Rapture  calls,  and  foaring,  as  (he  lings, 

*  Waves  in  the  eye  of  Heav'n  her  many-colour  d  wings. 

*  VARIATION. 

YoutWul  Knights  and  Barons  bold, 
With  dazling  helm  and  horrent  fpear. 

i  Speed  relating  an  audience  given  by  Queen  Elizabeth  to  Paul 
Dzialinfkt  ambaffador  of  Poland,  fays,  "And  thufrfhe  lion-hike  riling; 
"  daunted  the  malapert  orator  no  lefs  with  her  ftately  port  and  ma- 
*'  jeftical  deporture,  than  with  the  tartnefle  of  her  princelie  checkes." 

G. 

k  Talieffin,  Chief  of  the  Bards,  flourifhed  in  the  Vlth  Cc-iturr. 
His  works  are  ftill  preferved,  and  his  memory  held  in  high  veneration 
among  his  countrymen,  G. 

in.  3, 
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III.  3. 

*  The  verfe  adorn  again 

*  !  Fierce  War,  and  faithful  Love, 

4  And  Truth  fevere,  by  fairy  Fi6tion  dreft. 
4  m  In  bufkin'd  meafures  move 

*  Pale  Grief,  and  pleaiing  Pain, 

*  With  Horrour,  Tyrant  of  the  throbbing  breaih 
4  n  A  Voice,  as  of  the  Cherub-Choir, 

*  Gales  from  blooming  Eden  bear ; 

*  °  And  diftant  ^warblings  leflen  on  my  ear, 

*  That  loft  in  long  feturity  expire. 

4  Fond  impious  Man,  think'il:  f  thou,  yon  fanguine  cloud, 

*  Rais'd  by  thy  breath,  has  quench'd  the  Orb  of  day  ? 

*  To-morrow  he  repairs  the  golden  flood, 

*  And  warms  the  nations  with  redoubled  ray. 
'  Enough  for  me  :  With  joy  I  fee 

*  The  different  doom  our  Fates  afiign. 

*  IMITATION. 

Fierce  wars  and  faithful  loves  lhall  moralize  my  fong. 

Sfcnfer's  Ptoemeto  the  Fairy  Queen. 
"»  Shakfpeare.      G. 

*  Milton.       G. 

0  The  fucceffion  of  poets  after  Milton's  time.       G. 
P  The  fame  turn  of  thought  occurs  in  an  old  play  called  Fubnut 
f  1633. 

Think  ye  the  fmoaky  mift 

Of  fun-hoil'd  feas  can  flop  the  eagle's  eye? 
Dodllcy's  Colleaion  of  Old  Plays,  vol.  VII.  p.  448.  edit.  1780. 

'Be 
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*  Be  thine  Befpair,  and  fceprer'd  Care ; 

*  To  triumph,  and  to  die,  are  mine.' 

He  fpoke,  and  headlong  from  the  mountain's  height 
Deep  in  the  roaring  tide  he  plung'd  to  endlefs  nighu. 


POST- 
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POS-TSCRIPT. 

HA  VI N  G  now,  b'y  the  ndvice  and  affi  fiance  of  my 
friends,  -brought  th  ^Collection  of  POEMS  to  a  com 
petent  lize,  it  has  been  thought  proper  that  the  farther 
progreis  of  its  growth  flioulcf  here  be  ftopp'd.  From  the 
looie  and  fugitive  pieces,  lonie  printed,  others  in  ma- 
mricript,  which  for  forty  p£  fifty  years  paft  have  been 
thrown  into  the  world,  and  careleisly  left  to  perifh ;  I  have 
here,  according  to  the  moil  judicious  opinions  I  could 
obtajnjji  diitinguiming  their  "merits,  endeavour'd  to  ielecl 
aadprcfcrve  the  befl^  The  favourable  reception  which  the 
fomicr.AVoluuics  have-inet  with,  demands  my  warmed  ac- 
kn6w!$3grnents,  anc! "calls  for  all  my  care  in  compleating 
the  Cbl lection;  and  in  this  relpec"t,  if  it  appear  that  1  have 
pOM^Bl_altogether,,  Negligent,  I  ihall  hope  to  be  allowed 
the  iiierit,  which  is'.all  I 'claim,  of  having  furnifhed  to  the 
Puftifc  an  cl.-gant  and  pqjite  Amuiement.  Little  more 
need  be  added,  than  to  return  my  thanks  to;fe\eral  inge 
nious^  friends,  ; who  have  obligingly  contributed  to  tiiis 
Entertainment.;  -jf  the  reader  mould  happen  to  find,  what 
1  iif/pi;  he  ie!do;n  vv|jit  any  pieces  \vhich  he  may  think  un- 
worili)-  of  having  been  inkric  ;  as  it  would  ill  become  me 
to  attribute  his.diiiike  of  thta  o  his  own  v^nu  of  Tade, 
fo  I  am  too  conlcious  of  my  own  deficiencies  not  to  allow 
him  to  impute  the  infci  tion  of  them  to  mine. 


R.    DODSLEY, 
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